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A throng of suppliants gathered round the altar 
before the palace. Enter Oedipus. 

Oedipus. 

My children, ancient Kadmus' latest-born, 

WHat means this session, wherein seated thus 

I mark you bearing wreathed suppliant-boughs ? 

And Thebes is misty all with incense-smoke, 

And loud with moans and intercession-hymns. 

The cause hereof I thought not good, my sons, 

To hear from messengers : myself have come, 

I, Oedipus, on all men's lips renowned. 

Thou, ancient, tell — thy natural right it is 

To speak for these — in what mood here ye wait ; lo 

In fear or longing ? — seeing I am fain 

To help mine utmost. Iron-souled were I, 

Except I pitied such a suppliant throng. 

Priest. 

Nay, Qedipus, thou ruler of my land. 
Thou seest of what diverse age we be 
Which at thine altars sit : some weak as yet 
For far-winged flight, some bowed with weight of 
years. 
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Priests they — of Zeus I — chosen of the youths 

Be some. All folk save these, with branches wreathed 

Sit in the market-stead, by Pallas' fanes 20 

Twain, and Ismenus' ashes prophecy-fraught. 

For heavily labours Thebes, thyself ipayst see 

Now, and no more can she uplift her head 

From wallowing in the trough of deathly surge, 

Blasted in fruitful blossoms of her soil, 

Blasted in pasturing herds, in barren travail 

Of wives ; the fiery God, the baleful plague, 

Hath swooped withal on us, and harrieth Thebes, 

Whereby is Kadmus' home made desolate. 

But rich with sighs and wails black Hades grows. 30 

Not that we deem thee mighty as the Gods, 

Sit I and these thy children suppliant here ; 

But in life's chances, and in visitations 

Of Heaven, do we account thee first of men, 

Who camest and didst snap from Kadmus' town 

The tribute-chain by that stern songstress forged, 

Though for thy guidance nought thou hadst learnt of us, 

Though none had schooled thee ; but by some God's 

aid, 
'Tis said,J[]^^jelt, thou^di^trestoreus life. 
Now Oedipus, mightiest lord in all men's eyes, 40 
All we petition thee, all suppliants here. 
To find us succour, whether thou hast heard 
A God's voice, or by man's wit knowest aught ; 
For most in men toil-tested have I marked 
How in their counsels' issues stirreth life. 
Up,chiefest man of men, raise prostrate Thebes. 
Up, guard thy fame ; for this land calls thee now 
Her saviour, for thy championship of old. 
Let us not, when we call thy reign to mind, 
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t: 



Say, ' Then we rose up, but we fell again.' 50 

Nay, raise our Thebes in stablished steadfastness. 
For thou with prosperous omen gavest us 
That olden fortune — show thee now the same. 
If thou wilt rule this land, who art her lord, 
Better be lord of peopled homes than void : 

AFor tower and ship alike be nothing-worth 

, Untenanted, if no man dwell therein. 

Oedipus. 
Ah, woeful children, known to me, well known 
The need is that hath brought you. Well I wot 
Ye are stricken all — yet, stricken as ye are, 60 

So sorely stricken as I is none of you. 
Your pain falls on each several self of you 
Alone, and on none other : but my soul 
Groans o'er the city, o'er myself, o'er thee. 
Therefore from slumber of sleep ye rouse me not : 
Nay, be ye sure I have wept full many tears. 
Paced many ways in wanderings of thought. 
Now, the one remedy my keen search hath found. 
This have I fashioned : for Menoikeus' son, 
Kreon, my marriage-kinsman, have I sent 70 

To Phoebus' Pythian halls, to learn whereby. 
By deed or word, I may deUver Thebes. 
I am troubled now — he went so long time forth — 
Musing how fares he ; for beyond all reason 
He overstays by this the fitting time. 
But when he cometh, recreant were I then 
If I perform not all the God reveals. 

Priest. 
In season hast thou spoken : even now 
These point to me where Kreon draweth nigh. 
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Oedipus. 
Apollo, King 1 vouchsafe that he may come 80 

With saviour fortune radiant as his eyes ! 

Priest. 
He bringeth joy, by seeming ; else his brows 
Were not thick-shadowed with full-berried bay. 

Oedipus. 
Soon shall we know : my voice can reach him now. 
Prince ! kinsman mine ! ho ! thou Menoikeus' son, 
What utterance from the God bring'st thou to us ? 

Enter Kreon. 

Kreon. 

Good : even troubles, say I, if they hap 
To reach fair issue, all shall turn to bliss. 

Oedipus. 
Nay, but the word — what is it ? Stout of heart 
Nor fearful am I made by this thy speech. 90 

Kreon. 
If thou be pleased to hear while these stand nigh, 
Ready am I to speak, or pass within. 

Oedipus. 
Speak before all. The grief I bear for these 
Is heavier than my grief for mine own life. 

Kreon. 
That which I heard the God tell will I speak. 
King, Phoebus plainly biddetL..us -to drive 

he Iand's^paUvitiQn*,ha*bo»rAdin this realm, 
Hence, not to nurse the thing till past all cure. 
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Oedipus. 
The nature of the curse, its cleansing, tell. 

Kreon. 
The blood of murder rains in storm on Thebes : loo 
Let outlawry, or death, for death atone. 

Oedipus. 
What man was this whose fate he here reveals ? 

Kreon. 
Laius, O King, was ruler of this land 
In days ere thou didst guide the city's helm. 

Oedipus. 
By hearsay well I know : I saw him never. 

Kreon. 
Slain was he. Now Apollo plainly bids 
Punish the murderers, whosoe'er they be. 

Oedipus. 
Where be they upon earth ? Where shall be found 
The faint trace of this crime of long ago ? 

Kreon. 
In this land, said he. ' That which is sought out tiio 
May yet be caught : the thing unwatched escape^' 

Oedipus. 
And Laius — in his halls, or forth afield, 
Or on strange soil, met he this murder-stroke ? 

Kreon. 
To Delphi journeying, as he told us. Home 
Never he came more, when he had set forth. 
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Oedipus. 
Did none bring tidings ? Fellow- wayfarer 
Was none to see, whose tale could serve your use ? 

Kreon. 
Nay, slain were they, save one, who, fleeing in fear. 
Of all things seen could surely tell but one. 

Oedipus. 
Ay, what was this ? One thing might find out many. 
Could we but first win some small seed of hope. [120 

Kreon. 
Robbers, he said, fell in with him and slew — 
Hand joined in wicked hand, no one man's might. 

Oedipus. 
How should the robber, if he were not hired 
With silver hence, dare such audacious deed ? 

Kreon. 
Such treason men surmised. But, Lai'us dead. 
No helper for us in our troubles rose. 

Oedipus. 
What trouble barred your way, nor suffered you 
To sift the thing, when thus a throne had fallen ? 

Kreon. 
The mystic-chanting Sphinx bade put aside 130 

The unseen, and heed the mischief at the doors. 

Oedipus. 
From the beginning I will lay all bare 
Once more ; for well hath Phoebus, well hast thou 
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Given this good heed unto the dead man's cause. 
Me shall yq. find,. as meet is, leagued with you 

AvBuaW iuis-md a p(t thfi rmd wlthgC"' 

"ToFSot m any far-off friend's behalf. 
Nay, in mine own, this taint shall I dispel. 
For whosoe'er slew him might lust to wreak 
Vengeance on me too with like ruthless hand. 140 
So, when I champion him, I serve myself. 
With all speed, children, rise from the altar-steps, 
And take ye up these boughs of suppliance. 
Let one assemble hither Kadmus' folk. 
I will do all I may. We will be seen 
With God's help prospering, or low indeed. 

Priest. 

Children, let us arise : for this we came, 
Which now the King hath promised, hitherward. 
May Phoebus, he who sent this oracle, come 
Oi ^aa v io i li',' Und Jlh ggg t jgg r^oi^lE&^lagttH- 150 

\Exeunt Oedipus, Priests, and 
throng of suppliants. 

Chorus. (Str. 1) 

Sweet-whispering word of the Father, from Pytho 
the treasure-heaping j:^ 00 ^ok fO^an/'ne 
What meaning de ep-hi£d6st' thou bring — ' 

Unto faiiiad TB Sb^s y S&amed on the rack is mine 
heart, is in terror leaping, — 
O Delian, O Healer- King !— 
Awe-stricken, and questioning 
What deed thou wilt work — be it new, or reborn as a 
flower re-unfolden 
When the seasons have danced into spring. 
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Answer me, Voice immortal, thou child of Hope the 
golden ! 

(Ant. i) 
First upon thee do I call, Athena, Zeus' Daughter 
undying. 
And thy Sister who wardeth our land, i6o 

Artemis, glorious-throned with our Agora round her 
lying, 
And Phoebus with far-smiting hand — 
Great Three, for our champions ye stand : 
Appear then, if ever aforetime ruin, on Thebes down- 
swooping. 
By you from her borders was banned. 
If ye quenched the flame of her plague, come now 
too earthward stooping ! 

(Str. 2) 
Ay me for the numberless pangs that I bear! — my 
heart is woe 
For a nation that lies 
Plai S . u e, i>st rirken , nQr.aaaflMl,|»?.L. jhield Jo . turn aside 

The glory of earth is gone ; her increase faileth to 

grow; 
Nor by birth of the children may travailing women 
deliverance know 
From their anguish -cries. 
Soul after soul fiitteth forth ; flashing swiftly as birds 
that soar. 
From the body it flies 
Fleeter than heaven's irresistible flame to the far-away 
shore 
Where the daylight dies. 
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(Ant. 2) 
Unnumbered so do they perish — a city is this of the 
dead! 
Her slain everywhere 
Lie unpitied with none to bewail ; their corruption 
doth pestilence spread. 180 

On the altar-stair 
Are young wives flung prostrate, and many a mother's 

hoary head : 
Here upsoareth the wild supplication, there shivereth 
low and dread 
The wail of despair ; 
And, blent with the voice of lamenting, the inter- 
cession-chant 
Thrills through the air. 
Be thou moved for these things, O golden Daughter 
of Zeus, to grant 
Thy succour most fair ! 

(Str. 3) 
The Destroyer is come up against me, not flashing igo 
Bronze shields, yet with death-wails for battle-cries 
crashing 
Around him, he wraps me in flame of his war ! 
Back, chased by thy storm-wind, O drive him 
afar 
Even to the Sea-queen's wide dim cave. 
Or the havenless cliffs where the surges rave 

Of the Norland wave. 
For on afl that is spared by the night 
Down swoopeth the ruining day. 
Zeus, Father, whose strong hands sway 200 

The flame of the thunderbolt's might. 
This our enemy smite ! 
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(Ant. i) 

Lord Lyceian, that thou wert showering 

From thy gold-plaited string shafts all-overpowering 
To champion our cause in the face of the foe, 
And that there might the torches of Artemis glow 

Which flash over Lycian hills in her hand ! 

Yea, I cry to thee, Lord of the gold brow-band 

Named after our land, 210 

Thou whose face gloweth ruddy as wine, 
Round whom ring Bacchanal cries ; 
On the God whom the Gods despise 

Charge thou in that phalanx divine 
With thy blazing pine ! 

Enter Oedipus. 

Oedipus. 
Thou prayest : for thy prayer, if thou wilt hear 
And heed my words, and minister to thine hurt. 
Help and relief from ills thou mayst obtain. 
I'll speak them : to this tale a stranger I, 
A stranger to the deed, not far could I 220 

Track it, as having thereunto no clue. 
So — being enrolled too late your fellow-burgher — 
To you, Kadmeians all, I publish this : 
Whoso of you hath knowledge by whose hands 
Laiius, son of Labdakus, was slain, 

1 bid this man declare all unto me. 

If guilt make him afraid, let him denounce 
Himself, so bar the peril. He shall suffer 
Nought ruthless then, shall leave the land unscathed. 
If any know an alien for the man 230 

That did the deed, let him not hold his peace. 
Gold, yea, my gratitude, shall guerdon him. 
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But if ye hold your peace, if any in fear 
Would screen or friend or self from my behest, 
What then will I do, hear ye from my mouth. 
That man — I here forbid that any one 
Of this land whose dominion and whose throne 
I hold, shall harbour him, shall speak to him. 
Shall make him partner in his prayers to Gods, 
In sacrifice, or purifying urn. 240 

Let all men thrust him forth their doors : even he 
Is our pollution, as the oracle 
Of God from Pytho spake but now to me. 
Lo now, such am I in my championship 
Both of the deity and yon dead man. 
^ I curse the murderer — whether secretly 
Alone he did it, or with many leagued, — 
To waste his vile life vilely in misery. 
I pray withal that I, if he become 
Inmate of my house with my privity, 250 

May suffer all the curse I have cast on these. ' 
On you I lay it to fulfil all this, 
For my sake, and the God's, and this land's sake. 
The soil with barrenness blasted thus and banned. 
Yea, though the matter were not god-enjoined, 
Unmeet it were to leave her guilt unpurged — 
When perished hath her noblest, yea, her king, — 
And not to search it out. Now, seeing I 
Hold that authority which he held of yore, 
And hold his bed, his wife, joint harvest-field 260 

Of twain — yea, sons begotten of him had been 
Brothers of mine,^ had not his issue failed : — 
But, as it fell, down on his head rushed fate. 

I. Similarly ambiguous in original. 
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Wherefore, as for mine own sire, I for him 

Will fight this fight, will do mine uttermost — 

Seeking to seize him whose hand spilt his blood — 

For Labdakus' son, from Polydorus sprung. 

And ancient Kadmus and Agenor old. 

And whoso help me not herein, I pray 

The Gods to grant no increase from their lands, 270 

No children of their wives : be they cut off 

By this day's doom — yea, some doom worse than this. 

But for you other sons of Kadmus, all 

Whose hearts are one with mine, may Justice fight, 

And may all Gods befriend you evermore. 

Chorus. 

Since thy curse toucheth me, this say I, King : 

1 neither slew him, nor can name the man 

Who slew. For this quest, sure 'twas Phoebus' part, 

Who sent this word, to tell who wrought the deed. 

Oedipus. 

Well hast thou said : yet may no man on earth 280 
Constrain the Gods to do the thing they will not. 

Chorus. 
Lo, mine heart's second thought I fain would speak. 

Oedipus. 
Though 'twere thy third, spare not to utter it. 

Chorus. 

That King Teiresias most sees eye to eye 
With King Apollo, 1 know. Of him might one 
Enquire of this, O King, and sureliest learn. 
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Oedipus. 
Nay, herein too no laggard have I been. 
Two messengers have I sent, as Kreon bade ; 
And marvel that long since he hath not come. 

Chorus. 
Sooth, vague and timeworn was that ancient tale — 290 

Oedipus. 
What tale ? — to every word 1 give due heed. 

Chorus. 
Slain by some wayfarers was he, 'twas said. 

Oedipus. 
So heard I. Him who saw it none can find. 

Chorus. 

If there is left one spark of dread in him, 
He will not, hearing these thy curses, stay. 

Oedipus. 
He whom such deed appalled not, fears not words. 

Chorus. 

But one there is shall yet convict him. Lo, 
These hither bring the seer divine, in whom 
Alone of men is very truth inborn. 

Enter Teiresias, led by a child. 

Oedipus. 

Teiresias, who surveyest things revealed, 300 

Things hidden, things of heaven, earth-treading things, 
Our Thebes, albeit thou seest not, yet thou know'st 



i8 SOPHOCLES. 

What her affliction is. In thee we find 

Her only champion and her saviour, prince. 

For Phoebus — if our messengers told thee not — 

To us who sought to him sent back reply, 

That from affliction shall deliverance 

Come only if we search out them that slew 

Laifus, and slay, or banish them the land. 

Thou then begrudge nor revelation won 310 

From birds, nor any prophecy-path thou know'st ; 

But save thyself, the city save, and me. 

And save a whole land tainted by the dead. 

On thee we hang : man's noblest task is help 

Of men, as knowledge serves and strength avails. 

TeirbSIAS. 

^Woe's^me ! How dread a thing is wisdom, where 
fi proSts not the wise ! Well knew I this ; 
Yet I forgot ; else had I not come hither. 

Oedipus. 
What ails thee ? How despondent hast thou come ! 

Teiresias. 

Let me go home. More lightly shalt thou bear 320 
Thy load, I mine, if thou be ruled by me. 

Oedipus. 

Wrong words and thankless to thy fostress Thebes, 
\i thou wouldst rob her of this revelation ! 

Teiresias. 

Ay ! — for I mark how comes ^^.Yspgec h ill-time d 
For thee^__ Then lest rhy"pIigEirbe even a's"^thme — 
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Oedipus. 

In God's name, turn not from us, if thou know ! 
Lo, at thy feet we bow in suppliance all ! 

Teiresias. 

Ay, fools ye all are ! But I will reveal 
Never mine own grief — that I say not thine. 

Oedipus. 

How ? Know'st thou and wilt tell not, but dost mean 
Us to betray, and whelm in ruin Thebes ? [330 

Teiresias. 

Thee will I pain not, nor myself, ^ hy searc h 
This out in vain ? Of me thou shalt 'iibi leairn it. 

Oedipus. 

And wilt thou, prince of knaves — why, thou wouldst 

sting 
A very stone to fury ! — ne'er speak out ? 
Wilt show thee thus cold-hearted, stubborn still ? 

Teiresias. 
My mood thou blam'st : but that which dwells with 

thee 
Hast not discerned, but still on me dost rail. 

Oedipus. 

And who would not be wroth to hear such words [340 
Wherewith thou now dost pour contempt on Thebes ? 

Teiresias. 
'Twill come self-brought, although my silence veil it. 



20 SOPHOCLES. 



Oedipus. 
Will come ? Shouldst thou not also tell it then ? 

Teiresias. 
I speak no further. ^Wherefore, an thou wilt, 
Rage with the wrath of most infuriate beasts. 

Oedipus. 
Yea, I will spare thee nought — so wroth am I — 
Of that I now discern ! Know, I believe 
Thou didst help plot the deed — yea, didst perform, 
Save that thine hand smote not : but, hadst thou sight, 
I would proclaim the deed too thine alone ! 

Teiresias. 
Is it even so ? — I bid thee to abide 350 

By thy decree late published. From this day 
Speak not to these nor me. Thou art the man ! — 
The god-accurst polluter of this land ! 

Oedipus. 
So shameless stirr'st thou up this viper-speech ? 
Whence shall thine absolution come for this ? 

Teiresias. 
I stand absolved. In me dwells mighty Truth. 

Oedipus. 
Who taught thee truth ? Not of thine art it came ! 

Teiresias. 
Thou ! Thou hast driven me, sorely loth, to speak. 

Oedipus. 
What speech ? Again speak : let me better know. 
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Teiresias. 
Didst thou not understand ? Or dost but tempt me ? 

Oedipus. [360 

Not as to name it known. Speak yet again. 

Teiresias. 
I name thee slayer of him whose slayer thou seekest. 

Oedipus. 
Such horror spoken twice ! — but thou shalt rue ! 

Teiresias. 
Shall I say more yet, to enrage thee more ? 

Oedipus. 
Ay, all thou wilt ! In vain shall it be said. 

Teiresias. 
Thou with thy dearest boldest intercourse 
Most shameful, blind to thy calamity. 

Oedipus. 
Ha ! think'st thou aye to talk thus, and not rue ? 

Teiresias. 
Yea, in the truth if there be aught of might. 

Oedipus. 
That is there — save for thee ! For thee is none ! 370 
Thine ears, thine heart, thine eyes— all, all are blind ! 

Teiresias. 
Poor wretch, who thus revilest ! There is none 
Who shall not soon revile thee even so. 
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Oedipus. 
Thou livest in one night ; thou canst not harm 
Or me, or any one that seeth light. 

Teiresias. 
Ay, by mine hand 'tis not thy weird to fall. 
Apollo shall suffice : his task is this. 

Oedipus. 
Was Kreon framer of this plot, or thou ? 

Teiresias. 
Kreon is not thy bane : thou art thine own. 

Oedipus. 
Ah, wealth, dominion, skill that soars beyond 380 
All rivals' skill in this our emulous life ! 
What jealousy still harboureth with you ! 
Lo, for this crown's sake, which the city laid, 
Her free gift, all unasked, within mine hand. 
For this the loyal Kreon, friend from the first, 
Privily undermines me, would thrust forth, 
Suborns a sorcerer, weaver of webs of guile, 
A wily juggler, who hath eyes alone 
For gain, in art prophetic blind from birth — 
For, speak, wherein art thou seer manifest ? 390 

Why, when that Hound of riddling song was here. 
Didst thou not speak deliverance to this folk ? 
Yet was the riddle for no common man 
To expound : of divination then was need. 
Thou didst not step forth then, hadst not this lore 
From birds, nor god-revealed. But I drew near — 
' Know-nothing Oedipus,' — and hushed her voice. 
Mine own wit mastered it untaught by birds. 
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And me thou schem'st to banish, thinking so 
To stand the nearest unto Kreon's throne ! 400 

Thou to thy grief, I ween, with thy co-plotter, 
Shalt drive ' the accursed ' forth ! Wert thou not old, 
Suffering should teach thee whither tend thy thoughts. 

Chorus. 
As we may make guess, both the prophet's words 
In wrath seem spoken, and thine, Oedipus. 
There need not such : to this we need to look, 
How best to acquit us of the oracle. 

Teiresias. 
Though thou be king, free speech and fair reply 
Not yet are dead : this right have even I. 
I live not thrall to thee, but Loxias. 410 

No vassal I, with Kreon for my liege. 
I say — since thou with blindness hast reviled me — 
Sight hast thou, yet seest not thine evil plight, 
Nor where thou dwellest, nor with whom thou liv'st. 
Know'st whence thou art ? — Thou art unawares a foe 
To thine own kin in Hades and on earth. 
Yea, like a twy-lashed scourge, thy mother's curse 
And sire's, dread-footed, shall from this land chase 
Thee, who look'st now on light, on darkness then ! 
Then, then, what place shall haven not thine howls, 
Or what Kithaeron-gorge not echo, and soon, [420 
When thou art ware to what home-wrecking port 
That fair wind drave thee, wafting marriage-ward ! 
Nor seest .thou -Other ills that throng todrag-thee 
VrfyiarTto t hv children' s /gt>gZ=rrandJthiae~own. 
"Wherefore on Kreon pour, and on my mouth 
Contempt. Of mortals none shall ever be 
More miserably blotted out than thou. 
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Oedipus. 

Should_one_gp,djii:jeJ;aJieaj;jthiai,^ rail ? [430 

Hence to perditionj^ Haste thee ! Get thee gone ! 
""Tof n'from these dwellings back the way thou earnest ! 

Teiresias. 
I had not come, I, hadst thou called me not. 

Oedipus. 
I knew not thou wouldst utter folly, else 
Long had it been ere I had sent for thee. 

Teiresias. 
Ay, such I am — as seems to thee — a fool ; 
But, to the parents who gave thee being, wise. 

Oedipus. 
My parents ? — Stay ! What mortal gave me birth ? 

Teiresias. 
This day shall find thee parents, find thee ruin. 

Oedipus. 
How darkly and in riddles say'st thou all ! 

Teiresias. 
Hast thou in solving riddles any peer ? 440 

Oedipus. ....J^^ 

Ay, sneer at greatness thou must needs acknowledge ! 

Teiresias. 
Yet thee this same fair fortune hath undone. 

Oedipus. 
Since I saved Thebes, the rest is nought to me. 
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Teiresias. 
I will depart. Thou, lead me hence, my child. 

Oedipus. 

Ay, let him lead thee ! Offence and stumbling-block 
Thy presence is. Gone, thou wilt cease from 
troubling. 

Teiresias. 

I go, my message spoken, fearing not 

Thy face : thou hast no way to work my scathe. 

I tell thee this — the man thou hast sought so long 

With threats and published quest of murderers 450 

Of Laius, he, that selfsame man, is here, 

In name an alien sojourner, but soon 

Shall Theban-born be proved. He shall not joy 

In his good hap. < From sight to blindness passed, 

To poverty from wealth, shall he fare forth, 

To far lands groping with a staff his way. 

He shall be proved with his own children housed 

At once their brother, and their father ; son 

And spouse to her that bare him ; of his sire 

Co-husband both and murderer. Pass within, 460 

And ponder this. If thou of hes convict me. 

Henceforth in divination name me fool. 

[Exit. Oedipus re-enters palace. 

Chorus. 

(Str. 1) 
Who is this touching whom the prophetic breath 

From the Rock is speaking. 
He who wrought that unspeakable deed of death 
With hands blood-reeking ? 
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Swifter need now be his wild foot's flight 

Than horses wherein is the storm-blast's might ; 

For Zeus' son, armed with the lightning's fire, 470 

Down on him is leaping, 
And the dread Fates' pinions, that err not nor tire, 

In his train come sweeping. 

(Ant. 1) 
Yea, the message from snowy Parnassus revealed 

Hath flashed forth its warning 
To make diligent search for the sinner concealed 

From men's hate and their scorning. 
By forest-cavern and rugged scaur 
Doth he stray, like a bull from the herd driven far : 
In his wayfaring joyless and lone doth he strive 

To thrust from him the dooming 480 

Of the Mid-shrine of Earth— it swoops round him, 
alive, 

With wings overglooming. 

(Str. 1) 

fearfully yon wise bird-diviner is thrilling me now 

with dismay ! 

1 yield not assent, I refuse it not — I know not what to 

say. 

In a storm of foreboding all helplessly 
My soul's wings beat ; nor the present I see. 
Nor the things to be. 
If ever 'twixt Labdakus' line and Polybus' sons, in the 

days of old, 
Or in these, was planted the seed of feud, unto me 
was the thing ne'er told. 4go 

Here warrant is none for surmising a stain 
On our lord's fair fame, be I never so fain 
To avenge the slain. 
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(Ant. 2) 
Ah, Zeus and Apollo be all-discerning ; the thoughts 

of men they descry : 
But for mortal men — hath a prophet knowledge of hid 
things more than I ? 

Nay, but hereof sure proof is there none. 500 
By his fellow in earthly lore alone 
May a man be outdone. 
Till I see the word made good, will I never consent 

unto such as blame 
My King; for his wisdom was seen of all, when 
against him the Winged Maid came : [510 

That test he stood ; for Thebes did he win 
Salvation : no thought mine heart within 
Shall convict him of sin. 

Enter Kreon. 

Kreon. 

Burghers of Thebes, I have heard that Oedipus, 

The King, lays hideous crimes unto my charge. 

And come indignant. If he deems that he, 

Amid this day's calamities, in word 

Or deed hath suffered any scathe of me, 

I have no joy in living any more 

With ill report thus burdened. No light load 

The penalty of this reproach shall be, 520 

But passing heavy — to be called through Thebes 

Caitiff, by thee called caitiff and my friends. 

Chorus. 

Nay, this reproach came, wrung out haply more 
By rage, than of set purpose of the mind. 
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Kreon. 

Was the word openly said that by device 

Of mine egged on, the seer spake lying words ? 

Chorus. 
This was but said : what meant the words, I know not. 

Kreon. 

But with sane look and with unclouded mind 
Was this indictment laid against my door ? 

Chorus. 

I know not : into deeds of kings I look not. 530 

But lo, himself here cometh from the halls. 

Enter Oedipus. 

Oedipus. 

Sirrah, how cam'st thou hither ? What, hast thou 

Such brow of brass that thou unto my roof 

Hast come, thou proved my would-be murderer. 

And of my sceptre robber manifest ? 

In God's name say, hast thou seen folly in me, 

Or cowardice, that thou hast plotted thus ? 

Or thought'st thou I should mark not this thy deed, 

Nor guard me from the stealthy-footed treason ? 

And is not this a fool's essay of thine, 540 

Without a host of friends to hunt a crown. 

Which is with wealth and many helpers won ? 

Kreon. 

Nay, do the right ! To this which thou hast said 
Hear fair reply, then judge when thou hast heard. 
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Oedipus. 

Keen-witted talker thou ! — too dull am I 

To learn of thee. I have proved thee pestilent foe. 

Kreon. 
Even touching this hear now what I would say — 

Oedipus. 
Even touching this say not thou art not traitor ! 

Kreon. 

If thou deem'st wilfulness of any worth 

Without discretion, warped thy judgment is. 550 

Oedipus. 

If thou deem'st that a kinsman traitor turned 
Shall 'scape from justice, mad thy judgment is. 

Kreon. 

I grant thee this : 'tis justly said. But tell — 
What manner of hurt, say'st thou, hast had of me ? 

Oedipus. 

Didst thou, or didst thou not, advise that I 
Should send to fetch yon pompous prophet forth ? 

Kreon. 
Now also in the same mind am I still. 
Oedipus. 

Prithee, how long time since did Lai'us 

Kreon. 
Work what deed ? — for thy drift discern I not. 
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Oedipus. 
Vanish from life through murderous handiwork ? 560 

Kreon. 
In many long years measured were the time. 

Oedipus. 
Ay ? Plied this seer his craft prophetic then ? 

Kreon. 
Yea, wise he was as now, nor honoured less. 

Oedipus. 
Ay ? Named he my name ever in those days ? 

Kreon. 
Nay ; not in any wise where I stood by. 

Oedipus. 
Made ye no inquisition for the slain ? 

Kreon. 
That did we — how not ? — Yet we nothing heard. 

Oedipus. 
And why did this wise seer not then declare it ? 

Kreon. 
I cannot tell. I speak not where I know not. 

Oedipus. 
This know'st thou — and wilt say, so thou be wise — 570 

Kreon. 
This ? — what ? I will not, if I know, deny it. 
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Oedipus. 
That, had he not conspired with thee, he had laid 
Never the death of Lai'us to my door. 

Kreon. 

If this he saith, thou know'st. But I make claim 
To question thee as now thou questionest me. 

Oedipus. 
Make question. / shall not be murderer proved. 

Kreon. 
How then ? Hast thou my sister to thy wife ? — 

Oedipus. 
This that thou askest may not be denied. 

Kreon. 
And art co-ruler of this land with her ? 

Oedipus. 
All her desire doth she obtain from me. 580 

Kreon. 
Am I not, in like state, the third with you ? 

Oedipus. 
Ay, and this same thing proves thee falsest friend ! 

Kreon. 

Not so, if thou, as I, hear reason's voice. 
Consider this first— deem'st thou any man 
Would choose a throne fear-haunted, more than sleep 
Unscared, so he have still the selfsame power ? 
Nay, 'tis not in my nature more to yearn 
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For kingship, than to wield the power of kings ; 

Nor no man would, who knoweth wisdom's way. 

Now, unafraid have I all things of thee. 590 

Were I king, oft my deeds would cross my will. 

How then should lordship sweeter seem to me 

Than power and sovereignty unvexed by care ? 

Not yet am I so much delusion's fool 

As crave aught else, when I have gain with honour. 

All hail me friend now, all salute me now : 

Now, who would aught of thee, pay court to me ; 

For all their hope's fulfilment lies in me. 

How should I let this go, to grasp at that ? 

Wisdom and treason cannot dwell together. 600 

Never was I ambition's votary. 

Nor would with fellow-sinners dare her deeds. 

For proof hereof, to Pytho go : enquire 

If of the God's word I made true report. 

This too — if thou convict me of framing plots 

With yonder portent-watcher, slay me not 

By one, but two votes — thine and jnine — condemned. 

But on vague bare suspicion hold not guilty. 

For 'tis alike unjust all causelessly 

To count the evil good, and good men evil. 5io 

For casting off a leal friend I account 

As spilling one's own life, which each loves best. 

But thou in time shalt know this surely, since 

Time only doth reveal the righteous man. 

But in one day the wicked shalt thou know. 

Chorus. 

Well speaks he, as thinks one who fears to err, 
O King, for hasty judgment is unsure. 
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Oedipus. 
When swiftly draws the stealthy plotter nigh, 
I too must needs be swift to counterplot. 
But if I wait supinely, this man's end 620 

Shall be accomplished, mine foiled utterly. 

Kreon. 
What is thy purpose then ? — to banish me ? 

Oedipus. 
Nay, sooth, I will thy death, not banishing, 
That thou mayst show the world what envy means !' 

Kreon. 
Thou wilt not bend ? — thou wilt not trust my word ? 

Oedipus. 
Bend to thee !— trust thy word ! — not I, in sooth ! 

Kreon. 
Thou lackest wisdom. 

Oedipus. 

Not in mine own cause. 

Kreon. 
But mine too asks it. 

Oedipus. 
Thine ! — thou art villain born ! 

Kreon. 
But if thou art bHnd to truth 

I. Jebb's arrangement of 624, 625 is adopted, the following 
line being supplied conjecturally. 
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Oedipus. 

Still must I rule. 
Kreon. 
Not if thou rulest ill ! 

Oedipus. 
Thebes, hear him ! — treason ! 

Kreon. 
I too have part in Thebes, not thou alone. 630 

Chorus. 

Princes, refrain you ! In good time I see 
lokasta faring forth the halls. To her 
It fits that ye refer the present feud. 

Enter lokasta. 

loKASTA. 

Wherefore, unhappy, raise this brawl of tongues 
All unadvised, nor blush, when stricken so 
Is Thebes, to stir up thus your private griefs ? 
King, come within, and, Kreon, homeward pass. 
Turn light affliction not to heavy scathe. 

Kreon. 

Sister, thine husband Oedipus shames not 

To outrage me, choosing of evils twain 640 

Either to banish me, or seize and slay. 

Oedipus. 

I grant ye; for I have found him, O my Queen, 
With guile devising mischief against me. 
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Kreon. 

So thrive I never, but may I accurst 

Perish, if aught I have done of all this charge ! 

lOKASTA, 

Oh, in God's name, believe him, Oedipus ! 
Respect thou chiefly this great oath by Heaven, 
Then me, and these that here beside thee stand. 

(Str. ij 
Chorus. 
Vouchsafe of thy wisdom to hearken, O King, I pray. 

Oedipus. 

What wouldest thou then I should yield to thy plead- 
ing, say. 650 

Chorus. 

Regard him : in folly ne'er yet was he found ; 
Now strong is his cause, being thus oath-bound. 

Oedipus. 

Know'st thou what thou wouldst ask ? Ch. I know. 
Oed. Say on. 

Chorus. 

Ne'er let the friend 'neath the Oath of the Curse who 

hath passed. 
On charge unproven condemned, to dishonour be cast. 

Oedipus. 

Now know well, thou dost ask, in asking this. 
Mine own death, or my banishment from Thebes. 
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(Str. 2) 
Chorus. 

Now nay, by the God who of all the Gods shines 

first, 660 

The Sun ! May I die by a death of all deaths worst, 

Forsaken of God and of friend, if I harbour such 

thought ! 
But, woe is me ! my spirit is grief-distraught 
For the land's destruction, if she to her former bane 
Shall add new ills from you, O princes twain. 

Oedipus. 

Let him go then, though I must utterly die, 

Or be from this land thrust dishonoured forth ! 670 

'Tis thine appeal for mercy melteth me. 

Not his : I'll loathe him, wheresoe'er he be. 

Kreon. 

With an ill grace thou yieldest : heavy of cheer^ 
Shalt thou be, when thy rage is overblown. 
Such tempers plague themselves most, as is just. 

Oedipus. 
Rid me of thee ! Begone ! 

Kreon. 



I will depart, 
By thee misunderstood, but not by these. 



I. Or, according to another interpretation, 

" Even as thou 
Passest all bounds in vehemence of wrath.' 



[Exit. 
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(Ant. \) 
Chorus. 

Queen, draw thou thine husband home. Why 
tarriest thou ? 

lOKASTA. 

Nay, first would I learn what chance hath befallen 
but now. 680 

Chorus. 

To the lips did unproven suspicion leap : 
Yet even the unjust charge stings deep. 

lOKASTA. 

From both arose this ? Ch. Yea. lo. And what 
the charge ? 

Chorus. 

'Tis enough for me, 'tis enough, in the land's travail- 
tide. 
That where this wrangle brake off, even there it abide. 

Oedipus. 

Dost mark the outcome of thy loyal zeal ? — 
To slack mine heart's bow, dull its arrow-point ! 

(Ant. 2) 
Chorus. 

King, 1 have said it, have said it, not once alone ; 

1 were witless, yea, hope of wit from my mind were 

flown,— 690 

I were manifest fool, if I cast thee out of my breast, 
Thee, who, when laboured my dear land storm- 
distressed 
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In the surge of despair, didst helm her, didst weather 

the gale, 
And to safety wilt pilot her now, if thy might may 

avail. 

lOKASTA. 

In God's name, tell me also, for what cause, 
King, thou art stirred unto such perilous wrath. 

Oedipus. 
I will ; for more than these I reverence thee. 700 

Kreon is cause — he and his treasonous plot. 

loKASTA. 

Say, if in clear charge thou canst tell this feud. 

Oedipus. 
He names me murderer of Laius. 

loKASTA. 

Of his own knowledge, or by others told ? 

Oedipus. 
ij Nay, sets a knavish prophet on me, so 
I To keep his own tongue wholly clear of risk. 

lOKASTA. 

Touching all this e'en set thine heart at rest. 

Hearken to me, and then acknowledge thou 

No mortal shares with God prophetic art. 

Yea, I will show thee proof hereof in brief : 710 

An oracle came to Laius — I say not 

From Phoebus' self, but from his ministers — 

That death's doom should o'ertake him from the son 

Even whoso should of me and him be born. 
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Yet him did alien robbers, rumour said. 

Slay at the meeting of three chariot-ways. 

But, ere three days from that babe's birth had passed, 

He had clamped its ankles each to each, and flung 

Forth on the unfooted hills by others' hands. 

There did ApoUo nowise shape his doom 720 

To slay his sire, nor Laius' doom, to suffer 

The horror that he dreaded, of his son. 

Such things did oracles predestinate ! 

Reck thou not of them : all that God doth need 

For his own ends, he lightly shall reveal. 

Oedipus. 

Ot wife, whaLwilder-menf of mind hatlrggized me, 
Listening to thee, what,JtgjmpestrSurge-of soul ! 

lOKASTA. 

What trouble hath changed thy mood, that this thou 
sayest ? 

Oedipus. 

Methought I heard thee say-this^.^=XaiiM5 

Was murdered where three chariot-highways met. 730 

lOKASTA. 

Yea, this was said, nor ceaseth to be said. 

Oedipus. 
Where is the place where this his doom befell ? 

loKASTA. 

Phokis the land is named : there part the ways, 
Leading to Delphi this, to Daulis that. 
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Oedipus. 
And how long time hath fleeted since these things ? 

lOKASTA. 

Some short time ere thou cam'st to take on thee 
The land's sway, came these tidings unto Thebes. 

Oedipus. 
Zeus, how hast thou devised to deal with me ? 

lOKASTA. 

Oedipus, what lies heavy on thy soul ? 

' Oedipus. 

Ask me not yet ; but Laius, tell of him — 740 

His bodily presence tell, his age by seeming. 

lOKASTA. 

Tall : o'er his head the almond flowered but then. 
His favour ? — sooth, not all unlike to thine. 

Oedipus. 
Woe's me ! meseems that into curses dread 
I have but now unwitting thrust myself ! 

lOKASTA. 

How sayest thou ? — I fear. King, marking thee ! 

Oedipus. 

Heart-sick I dread lest yon seer was not blind ! 
Tell one thing more, and I am certified. 

lOKASTA. 

Ah, but I fear ! — yet, if I know, will tell. 
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Oedipus. 

Speak — with scant retinue journeyed he, or girt 750 
With many a spear, as fits a chief of men ? 

lOKASTA. 

But five in all were they, a herald one. 
One only car, whereon rode Laius. 

Oedipus. 

Alas ! 'tis too clear now ! Who was it, who. 
That bare report hereof to you, O, Queen ? 

lOKASTA. 

One house-thrall, who escaped alone to tell. 

Oedipus. 
Ha ! dwells he haply in the palace now ? 

loKASTA. 

Nay verily. Since he came thence, and beheld 
Thee on the throne in place of Laius dead, [760 

He touched mine hand with suppliant prayer that I 
Afield would send him to our pasturing flocks. 
Where farthest he might be from sight of Thebes. 
1 sent him then, being, far as thrall might be. 
Worthy of even greater grace than this. 

Oedipus. 
Would he might come with speed to us again ! 

lOKASTA. 

That well may be. But wherefore wouldst thou this ? 
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Oedipus. 

I fear myself — I fear lest all too much 
I have said ; for which words' sake I fain would see 
him. 

loKASTA. 

Yea, he shall come. Yet sure I too have claim 

To learn what load is on thine heart, O King. 770 

Oedipus. 

Thou shalt not fail of thy desire, now I 
Have to such height of expectation climbed. 
Whom should I fitlier tell of my strange fortunes ? 
Polybus was my father, Corinth's king ; 
^ My mother Merop6 of Doris ; I 
Of Corinth's burghers was accounted chief, 
Until this chance befell me — strange indeed, 
Yet meriting not mine earnest heed thereof : — 
Heated with wine a man cried midst the feast, 
' Thou art thy father's foundling, not his child ! ' 780 
Sore chafed was I ; yet reined in for that day 
My mood ; but on the morrow drew I near 
Mother and sire, and questioned them ; and they 
Were wroth against the churl that loosed the taunt. 
I of their words gat comfort : none the less 
The shaft galled deep ; yea, whisperings crept abroad. 
Unknown to father and mother journeyed I 
To Pytho : Phoebus sent me unanswered thence 
In that for which I came ; but other troubles 
Awful and woeful he foretold, even these — 790 

That I must wed my mother, and give to light 
A brood no man could bear to look upon. 
And be my father's, my begetter's slayer. 
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I, when I heard, from the Corinthian land — 

Mine only guides thenceforth the pilot stars — 

Fled, to some clime where I might never see 

The shame of mine ill oracles fulfilled. 

So journeying, to the selfsame place I came 

Wherein thou sayest that this king was slain. 

Now, lady, will I tell thee all the truth. 800 

As nigh that triple way I journeyed on. 

Even there a herald and a man that rode 

Upon a horse-wain, even as thou sayest. 

Met me ; and their forerunner from the path, 

With that old man, essayed by force to thrust me. 

Then I in wrath that chariot-footman smote 

Who jostled me. The elder marked the deed, 

And, as I passed the car, he watched his time, 

And on mine head dashed down the double goad. 

His punishment exceeded the offence ; 810 

For with the staff in mine hand swiftly struck 

Out of the car's midst backward was he hurled. 

Yea, the whole band I slew. If that man's blood 

Were any wise to Laifus akin. 

Who now is more unhappy than this man ? 

What man can be more God-abhorred than I, 

Whom citizen nor alien may receive 

Beneath his roof, to whom no man may speak, 

But from their doors must all thrust ? Yea, 'twas 

none. 
Save I, that laid these curses on myself ! 820 

Yea, and the dead man's wife I clasp with hand 
That slew him, and pollute ! Am I not vile ? 
Am I not all unclean ? If I must be 
Exiled, I may not, exiled, see my kin, 
Nor set foot in my country ; else I am doomed 
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To wed my mother, and to slay my father 

Polybus, who begat and fostered me. 

Whoso should judge that from some cruel fiend 

This came on me, were not his judgment true ? 

O ne'er, O ne'er, pure majesty of Gods, 830 

May I behold that day, but vanished go 

From sight of men, or ever I behold 

Such stain of misery lighting upon me ! 

Chorus. 

O King, hereat we quake : yet, ere thou hear 
Throughly from that eye-witness, lose not hope. 

Oedipus. 

Nay, but so much of hope remains to me, 
That I can bear but to await this herdman. 

lOKASTA. 

Yet why this eager looking for his coming ? 
Oedipus. 

This will I teach thee : — if he tell the tale 

Even as thou, I have escaped the doom. 840 

loKASTA. 

And what this word of words thou heard'st of me ? 
Oedipus. 

He spake, so ran thy word, of robbers — not 

Of one that slew the king. If still his tale 

Hold to more men than one, I slew him not ; 

For one and many cannot be the same. 

If of one wayfarer alone he tell, 

'Tis plain this deed bears down guilt's scale on me. 
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lOKASTA. 

Nay, be thou sure, so published was the tale, 

And the man cannot those his words unsay ; 

For this the city heard, not I alone. 850 

But, should he swerve aught from the tale first told, 

Never, O King, shall he show Laius' death 

With prophecy concordant. Loxias 

Foretold that by my son he must be slain. 

Yet — yet that ill-starred one ne'er slew his sire. 

Nay, but himself had perished long before. 

Then for no oracle's sake hereafter I 

Will deign to turn mine eyes this way or that. 

Oedipus. 

Well dost thou think. Yet send thou one to bring 
The hind thou spakest of. Neglect not this. 860 

lOKASTA. 

With speed will I. Now let us to the halls ; 
For nought that thou misUkest will I do. 

{Exeunt. 

Chorus. 

(Str. 1) 
May Fate bestow on me the meed 
Of utter-reverent purity, 
That wholly pure my thoughts may be, 
And wholly pure my every deed ! 

Purity's stablished statutes tread 

Empyreal heights : their birth thrilled through 

The skies up to the stainless blue : 
Their Father is the Heaven far-spread. 



46 SOPHOCLES. 

No mortal parentage was theirs ; 

They shall not know oblivion's night ; 870 

In them abides the Highest's might 

Whose deathless strength no time outwears. 

(Ant. i) 
Proud man's presumption hath for child 

The usurper-spirit : though it win 

Its heart's desire in wage of sin, — 
Gain profitless and guilt-defiled ! — 

Yea, though the ramparts it have won 
Of its ambition's citadel, 
Thence down shall it be hurled to hell 

Whence foothold for escape is none. 

But that ambition whose high aim 

Is for the glory of our land. 

Never may this by God be banned ! 880 

God for our champion aye we claim. 

(Sir. 2) 

But O, if any man, in word 

Or deed, the reckless paths shall tread 
Of Arrogance, by no haunting dread 

Of righteous retribution stirred, 

Revering not the Presence shrined 
Within the Holy Place — for all 
That pride which goeth before a fall 

An ill doom may that sinner find ! 

If plac^ and power that man will seize 

Unrighteously, nor shrink away 

From deeds irreverent, but lay 890 

The fool's rash hand on sanctities, 
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Who dare trust that on him shall light 
No arrows of avenging Heaven ? 
If honour to such deeds be given, 

What use in holy worship-rite ? 



(Ant. 2) 



In reverent pilgrimage no more 

I'll seek the inviolate mid-world shrine, 
Nor Abae's fane, nor that divine 

Olympian Majesty adore, 900 

If the oracle shall not accord 

With all the issue through and through, 
Till all men say — yea, point thereto — 

' Lo, how the God fulfils his word ! ' 

Zeus, Lord of sky and sea and land — 
If thus we name thy name aright — 
May these things not elude thy sight, 

The sway eternal of thine hand ! 

Dim grow the ancient prophecies 

Concerning Laius, set aside 

Of men : no longer glorified 
Is Phoebus : all religion dies. 910 

Enter lokasta. 

lOKASTA. 

Lords of the land, it came into my mind 

To draw nigh to the temples of the Gods 

Bearing these wreaths, this incense, in mine hands. 

For Oedipus' soul is like a startled bird 

With manifold griefs ; nor, like a prudent man, 

Divineth he the present from the past, 

But is at each new terror-monger's mercy. 
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Since then by counselling I nought avail, 

To thee, Lyceian Apollo, as most near, 

Suppliant I come with these allies of prayer, 920 

That thou mayst grant release from all pollution. 

For, seeing him dismayed, now quail we all, 

As when a crew beholds the helmsman scared. 

Enter Corinthian Messenger. 

Messenger. 
Might I, O strangers, haply learn of you 
Where stands the dwelling of King Oedipus ? 
Nay rather, if ye know, say where is he. 

Chorus. 
These be his halls. He, stranger, is within. 
His children's mother yonder lady is. 

Messenger. 
Blest may she be, and dweller with the blest 
Ever, who is true wife to such a man ! 930 

loKASTA. 

To thee like greeting, stranger : worthy art thou 
For thy fair speech. Yet say with what desire 
Thou com'st, and with what message on thy lips. 

Messenger. 
Good news for thine house and thy lord, O Queen. 

loKASTA. 

And what news these ? From whom sent comest thou ? 

Messenger. 
From Corinth. For my message, haply thou 
Wilt joy — how not ? — yet joy perchance with sorrow. 
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loKASTA. 

What is it that such twofold virtue hath ? 

Messenger. 
King the inhabitants of Isthmian land 
Will make him, as report was current there. 940 

lOKASTA. 

How ? Doth not ancient Polybus still bear sway ? 

Messenger. 
Ah no, for now death wards him in the tomb. 

lOKASTA. 

How say'st thou ? — dead ? Ancient, is Polybus dead ? 

Messenger. 
Except 1 speak truth, death I own my due. 

lOKASTA. 

Handmaid, with all speed go unto thy lord. 
And tell this. Now, ye oracles of the Gods, 
Where are ye ? Haunted long by dread of slaying 
This man, did Oedipus seek exile. Now 
He hath died by nature's stroke, not slain of him. 

Enter Oedipus. 

Oedipus. 

Dear presence of lokasta, lady mine, 950 

Why hast thou called me hither from the halls ? 

lOKASTA. 

Hear thou this man, and listening mark the issue 
Of all those pompous bodings of the God. 
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Oedipus. 
Who is this man ? What would he say to me ? 

lOKASTA, 

From Corinth ; and his tidings, that thy father 
Polybus lives no longer, but is dead. 

Oedipus. 
What say'st thou, stranger ? Tell me all thyself. 

Messenger. 

If this thing first I plainly must declare, 
Know surely, he hath trod the path of death. 

Oedipus. 
By treason, or visitation of disease ? g6o 

Messenger. 
When scarce the scale dips, old frames sink — to sleep. 

Oedipus. 
Hapless, he died, as seemeth, of disease ! 

Messenger. 
By time's long lapse withal made ripe for death. 

Oedipus. 
Out on it ! Wherefore, wife, should any heed 
The Pythian hearth prophetic, or the birds 
That scream in air, which did predestine me 
To slay my father ? I^o now, he is dead, 
And lieth hidden in earth. I, who am here. 
Touched not the spear — except through grief for me 
He pined, so might be said to have died through me. 
Lo, Polybus lies in Hades : in his shroud [970 
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He hath swathed those haunting oracles : they are 
naught ! 

lOKASTA. 

Did I not tell thee all this long ago ? 

Oedipus. 
Thou didst. But I by fear was led astray. 

lOKASTA. 

Now lay to heart henceforth not one of them. 

Oedipus. 
Nay, how shall I not dread my mother's couch ? 

loKASTA. 

What should man fear, for whom blind work of chance 
Bears sway, who hath of nought foreknowledge clear ? 
'Tis best to live all careless as one may. 
Thou of thy mother's nuptials have no dread ; 980 
For many a man in dreams ere now hath lain 
Beside his mother. He who holds such things 
As nought, most lightly bears the load of life. 

Oedipus. 

Yea, well were all these reasons urged of thee, 
If but my mother lived not. Since she lives, 
How well soe'er thou speak, I needs must fear. 

lOKASTA. 

Yet from thy sire's death strong reassurance comes. 

Oedipus. 
I grant thee, strong. Yet her that lives I fear. 
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Messenger. 
Now of what woman stand ye so in fear ? 

Oedipus. 
Merope, ancient, who with Polybus dwelt. 990 

Messenger. 
What thing in her provoketh fear in you ? 

Oedipus. 
Stranger, a dread god-given prophecy. 

Messenger. 
May it be told, or must none other know ? 

Oedipus. 
Yea surely : Loxias once foretold of me 
That mine own mother was I doomed to wed, 
And spill my father's blood with mine own hand. 
For this cause far from Corinth was mine home 
Long time, with happy fortune — none the less 
Most sweet it is to look on parents' eyes. 

Messenger. 
For dread of this didst thou exile thee thence ? 1000 

Oedipus. 
This : and I would not be my father's slayer. 

Messenger. 
Now wherefore, since in loyal love I came. 
King, from this fear have I not set thee free ? 

Oedipus. 
Surely thou shouldst have worthy guerdon of me. 
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Messenger. 
Surely this chiefly brought me, that, when thou 
Cam'st to thine own, advantaged I might be. 

Oedipus. 
Never to meet my mother will I go. 

Messenger. 
My son, 'tis plain thou know'st not what thou dost, — 

Oedipus. 
How, ancient ? Certify me, in Heaven's name ! 

Messenger. 
If for this cause thou fearest to fare home. loio 

Oedipus. 
Ay, but I dread lest Phoebus prove true seer. 

Messenger. 
Lest thou receive pollution from thy mother ? 

Oedipus. 
Even this thing, ancient : this fear haunts me ever. 

Messenger. 
Thou fearest a mere nothing, rightly deemed. 

Oedipus. 
How so, if I of these begetters sprang ? 

Messenger. 
In that to thee was Polybus nowise kin. 

Oedipus. 
How say'st thou ? Polybus begat me not ? 
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Messenger. 
Not one whit more than I, but even as much. 

Oedipus. 
M.y father even as one who is nought to me ! 

Messenger. 
Why, neither he nor I was sire to thee. 1020 

Oedipus. 
Yet wherefore did he name me then his son ? 

Messenger. 
A gift from mine hands, know, he had thee first. 

Oedipus. 
How ? — ta'en from others' hands — yet loved me so ? 

Messenger. 
Yea, by long years of childlessness constrained. 

Oedipus. 
Bought, or found of thee, gav'st thou me to him ? 

Messenger. 
I found thee midst Kithasron's forest-folds. 

Oedipus. 
How fell it that thou journeyedst thereby ? 

Messenger. 
There of his hill-flocks was I overseer. 

Oedipus. 
So ? — a mere shepherd, wandering hireling, thou ! 
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Messenger. 
The man, my son, who saved thy life that day. 1030 

Oedipus. 
And in what plight of suffering found'st thou me ? 

Messenger. 
Thine ankles may bear witness unto that. 

Oedipus. 
Out ! Wherefore name that wrong of long ago ? 

Messenger. 
'Twas I unlocked thine heels with fetters pierced. 

Oedipus. 

yea, foul outrage my birth-tokens were ! 

Messenger. 
Yea, thou wast named by this thy name therefrom. 

Oedipus. 
By heaven, my mother's deed or father's ? — speak ! 

Messenger. 

1 know not : better than I thy giver knows. 

Oedipus. 
Ha ! hadst thou me of others ?— didst not find me ? 

Messenger. 
Nay, but another shepherd gave thee me. 1040 

Oedipus. 
Who was it ? Couldst thou name him, point him out ? 
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Messenger. 
Of Laius' thralls, methinks, he named himself. 

Oedipus. 
Of that man who aforetime ruled this land ? 

Messenger. 
Yea, sooth : a shepherd was he of that king. 

Oedipus. 
Ha ! lives the man yet, to be seen of me ? 

Messenger. 
Ye best should know, the dwellers in the land. 

Oedipus. 

Is there, of you that stand by, any one 
Who knows the nlan, the shepherd whom he names. 
Whether afield, or marking him in Thebes ? 
Declare it, for discovery's hour is this. 1050 

Chorus. 

Methinks 'tis none else than that field-abider 
Whom thou erewhile didst seek to see. In sooth 
This could none better than lokasta tell. 

Oedipus. 

Wife, know'st thou if that man, whom we desired 
But now to come, be he whom this man names ? 



lOKASTA. 



The man hejiamed,-foresoQtliJ__Pay thou no heed ! 
CarejuffftoJieep-his^word in mind iomought. 
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Oedipus. 
Never shall this be, that I, having won 
So fair a clue, shall trace not out my birth ! 

lOKASTA. 

In God's name, i f thou car'st for thine own life, 1060 
Seiffllth this iiiot ouft'-Saftee'tKe'e mine affliction ! 

„.„, — Oedipus. 

Fear not ; for though by three descents I prove 
Trebly a slave, thou shalt not be abased. 

lOKASTA. 

Yet yield to me : this do not, I implore thee ! 

Oedipus. 
I will not yield, that I should learn not this. 

lOKASTA. 

Well know I wh at I ask : 'tis thine own good., 

-? " " Oedipus. 

This same good, — quotha !— galls me all this while. 

lOKASTA. 

Ill-fated ! Mayst thou ne'er know who thou art ! 
Oedipus. 

"Will one go bring this herdman unto me ? 

This qiieeh— leave her to joy in her proud birth. 1070 

lOKASTA. 

Woe and alas, wretch ! — thus, for all farewell, 
I hail th ee,, an d ac(!6st no more for ever ! 

[Exit. 
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Chorus. 
Whither, ah whither, Oedipus, is she gone 
By wild grief sped, thy Queen ? 1 fear me, lest 
Out of this silence mischief shall break forth. 

Oedipus. 
Forth break what will ! — Fixed my resolve shall be 
To see my lineage, be it ne'er so mean. 
She haply, haughtier than is woman's wont, 
For thik my lowly birth is filled with shame. 
But I^for I account me Fortune's child — 1080 

By the Boon-giver shall not be dishonoured. 
She was my mother ; and^jny kinsman-months 
Have portioned lowly Jdte and high to me. 
So fathered, other shall I never prove, 
That I should shrink from learning my descent. 

\Exit. 
Chorus. (Str.J 

If I be a seer, or in spirit discerning, 
O then, by the lights in yon firmament burning, 

Thou shalt prove, when the moon in the heaven 
hangs round 
To-morrow — shalt prove thee exalted, Kithseron, 
As our King's birth-home, who didst clasp him to 
rear on 1090 

Thy breast — wast his mother — O thou with the 
sound 
Of our chanting shalt ring, for thy kindly dealing 
With our lord ! O Phoebus, O Master of Healing, 
Well-pleasing to thee be our heart's hope found ! 

(Ant.) 
Now who of the Bright Ones whom Death passeth 
over 



OEDIPUS THE KING. 59 

Bore thee to Pan, to the Mountain-lover ? iioo 

Unto him did she give thee, O child, for a son ? 
Or an Oread bare thee perchance to Apollo, 
For he loves all tracks that the hill-flocks follow. 

Hath thy sire on Kyllene his high white throne ? 
Did the Hillcrest-haunter, who thrilleth the Thyiad, 
Receive thee, a dear treasure-trove from a Dryad, 
A remembrance of pastime on Helicon ? 

Enter Oedipus. 

Oedipus. 
If I, who converse never had with him, mo 

May make guess, ancients, now methinks I see 
The shepherd looked for long. In length of years 
Age-mate of this Corinthian seemeth he. 
Yea, now the men that lead him I discern 
As like my thralls. In knowledge haply thou 
O'erpassest me, who hast seen this herd before. 

Enter Herdman. 

Chorus. 
Yea, be thou sure, I know him. Leal he was 
To Laius, far as herdman-thrall might be. 

Oedipus. 
Thee first, Corinthian stranger, question I ; 
Is this the man thou mean'st ? 

Messenger. 

This, whom thou seest. 11 20 

Oedipus. 
Ho ! greybeard, answer— -look me in the face — 
All that I ask. Wast thou of Laius' thralls ? 



6o SOPHOCLES. 

Herdman. 
Yea ; not a bought slave I, but household-reared. 

Oedipus. 
In what work occupied ? What life was thine ? 

Herdman. 
Through well-nigh all my life I tended flocks. 

Oedipus. 
In what parts chiefly didst thou fold thy flocks ? 

Herdman. 
Whiles on Kithseron, whiles on neighbour slopes. 

Oedipus. 
Know'st thou this man ? Didst ever meet him there ? 

Herdman. 
Him ? — doing what ? — now what man meanest thou ? 

Oedipus. 
Who stands hereby. Hast communed with him ever ? 

Herdman. [1130 

Not as to speak from memory suddenly. 

Messenger. 

No marvel this, my lord : I will recall 

Clearly the things he hath forgotten. Well 

Know I he minds the time when with two flocks 

He on Kithseron pastured ; I with one 

Dwelt nigh this man for six months' space thrice told 

Each year, from springtide till Arcturus rose : 

And not till winter came we drave our flocks, 
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I to our sheep-cotes, he to Lai'us' pens. 

Is this truth, or was nought done as I say ? 1140 

Herdman. 
Thou speakest truth, albeit of long time since. 

Messenger. 
Come, say now — mind'st thou how thou gavest me 
A child, to rear as mine own fosterling ? 

Herdman. 
What means this ? Wherefore dost thou question 
thus? 

Messenger. 
Lo, here the man, good fellow, then the babe. 

Herdman. 
Hence to perdition ! Wilt not hold thy peace ? 

Oedipus. 
Ha ! dare not strike him, greybeard ! Sooth, thy words 
Cry out far more than his for chastisement. 

Herdman. 
Wherein, most worthy lord, do I transgress ? 

Oedipus. 
Confessing not the child of whom he asks. 11 50 

Herdman. 
He speaks in ignorance, troubles us for nought ! 

Oedipus. 
Wilt speak not for my pleasure ? — for thy pain then ! 
(Signs to guards, who lay hold on Herdman.) 
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Herdman. 
Torture me not, an old man, in God's name ! 

Oedipus. 
Make speed, and bind his hands behind his back ! 

Herdman. 
Wherefore, ill-starred ? What art thou set to learn ? 

Oedipus. 
Gav'st thou to him that cb ilfl w^'err^^ b" asks ? 

Herdman. 
I gave. Wouldjg;Qd.J-ha<i»died„onjthat same day ! 

Oedipus. 
Ay, die thou shalt^j,:^cept-t"h!OTrspEafc-tfee-timth. 

Herdman. 
By death far worse I perish, if I speak. 

Oedipus. 

This man, as seems, is bent on these put-offs. 1160 

(Signs to guards, who begin to strip Herdmafi for 
scourging.) 

Herdman. 
No ! no ! I said I gave it, long agone ! 

Oedipus. 
Whence hadst it ? — born to thee, or from another ? 

Herdman. 
Not mine, but from a certain man received. 
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Oedipus. 
Speak — of what citizen, and from what house ? 

Herdman. 
In God's name, further question not, my lord ! 

Oedipus. 
Dead art thou, if I ask thee this again. 

Herdman. 
Nay then, a child it was of Laius' house. 



Oedipus. 
A slave ? — or one by birth akin to him ? 

^_. -__„.,--,_„ -Hekum-an-.- - 

Woe's me ! I am at point to speak the horror ! 



,,-'""' Oedipus. 

And I to hear. Howbeit, hear I must. 11 70 

Herdman. 
Even his the child was called. But she within, 
Thy wife, can tell thee best how these things are. 

Oedipus. 
Ha ! she gave to thee ? — 

Herdman. 

Even so, O King. 

Oedipus. 
And to what end ? 

Herdman. 

That I inight murder it. 
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Oedipus. 
Its mother — wretch ! 



Herdman. 

By evil oracles scared. 

-^ — — — — — , , , » 

Oedipus. 



Their purport ? 



Herdman. 
That he should his father slay. 

Oedipus. 
Why then didst pass him on to this old man ? 

Herdman. 
Of pity, lord. I weened to another land, 
Wherefrom himself came, he would bear him. He 
Saved him for direst ills ! If thou be he 1180 

Of whom he speaks, know, cursed thou art from birth. 

Oedipus. 
Oh God ! oh God ! All must be manifest made ! 
Light, for the last time now may I -look on thee, 
Proved born of mother banned ! — in union banned 
Joined ! — slayer of him whose death was banned to me ! 

{Exit. 

Chorus. (Str. i) 

Alas, generations of mortals, 

While ye live are ye shadows of dreams ! 
Who winneth through happiness' portals 

To fruition ? — ah who ? All seemsi 
Real is nought : his star gaineth 11 90 

A semblance of brightness — and waneth ! 
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Thy fate as with mocking laughter — 

•Thine, Oedipus, O stricken breast ! — 
Cries to me, ' Call thou hereafter 
No mortal blest ! ' 

(Ant. \) 
With wealth and with fortune laden — 

Ah Zeus ! — his true shaft sprang 
To the mark, bearing death to the Maiden 

Crook-clawed, in whose chant death rang. 
He brought forth our land from the prison 1200 

Of death : for her tower had he risen. 
And from that time forth have we named thee 

Our King, and our folk alway 
Have unto the highest acclaimed thee 
Who in Thebes barest sway. 

(Stv. 1) 
O more than all story telleth 

Afflicted with agony's strife ! 
Who, who with fierce anguish dwelleth 
Like thee, mid the wreck of a life ? 
O Oedipus world-renowned, 

Alas, that one 
And the same wide haven was found 
For the argosies homeward-bound 

Of sire and of son ! 
Ah, how could the furrows thy father 

Had sown, such earing abide, 1210 

How bear that such reaper should gather 
At their harvesting-tide ? 



Time the all-seeing hath found thee 
Unwitting : the bride-bed defiled 



(Ant. 2) 
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Hath he judged, bonds accurst which have bound 
thee 
Thy mother's spouse and her child ! 
O child of Laius, on thee 

Would that mine eyes 
Never had looked ! Woe is me. 
In whose wail is the misery 

Of the death-keen's cries ! 
This is truth — at the spell of thy calling 

Of old from the grave did I leap : 1220 

Now mine eyes — for I fall in thy falling — 
Close again in death's sleep. 

Enter Servant. 

Servant. 

Ye of most worship ever in this land. 

Of what deeds shall ye hear, what deeds behold. 

Take up what mourning, if, like Thebans true. 

Ye still care for the house of Labdakus ! 

Ister, I ween, nor Phasis, can wash clean 

With purifying flow this roof, so much 

It hides of horror ! Yea, new ills to light 1230 

Shall soon come — wilful, not unconscious, these. 

Woes self-incurred bring bitterest pain of all. 

Chorus. 

That which before we Icnew lacked nought to be 
Lamentable. What addest thou thereto ? 

Servant. 

This — of my tale the briefest part to tell 
And hear, — lokasta's noble head is fallen. 
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Chorus. 
Ah, the all-hapless ! What, O what the cause ? 

Servant. 

Self-slain. But not before you comes the thing 
Most harrowing in these deeds — ye are spared the 

sight. 
Howbeit, so far as memory lives in me, [1240 

That wretched woman's sufferings shalt thou learn. 
So soon as, passion-mastered, she had passed 
The hall-way, to her bridal-bower forthright 
She rushed on, rending with her hands her hair. 
She dashed the doors to, as she entered in. 
Crying on Laius, on a man long dead, 
Calling to mind that erstwhile union, whence 

A'mothefcjSHleya-dam of sons accurst ; 
^■:Siidwailed the couch of incest, where she bare 
A husband to her husband, ' b JUTTS to a son. 
How after this she perished, I know not ; 
For Oedipus burst shouting in, that we 
By reason of him saw not her woeful ending ; 
But, as he ranged around, at him we gazed : 
To and fro strode he, asked of us a sword. 
Cried on the wife no-wife, shrieked, ' Where is she, 
The mother-seedland of my sons and me ? ' 
While thus he raves, some God points her to him — 
Sooth, none of men, of us that stood thereby. 
With awful cry, as drawn by a beckoning hand 1260 
He leapt against the door, its bowing leaves^ 

I, Or, as Jebb interprets — ' its bending bolts 
Wrenched Inward from their sockets.' 
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O'erthrew from their foundations, and reeled in. 

There did we see a hanging form — the queen 

Caught in the strangling noose's coil ! But he, 

Seeing her, with an awful anguished cry 

Loosed that down-trailing cord. When piteously 

On earth she lay, followed a sight of horror ; 

For from her vesture did he rend the brooch 

Of beaten gold, wherewith she was adorned. 

Raised, and on his own eyeballs dashed it down, 1270 

Thus crying, ' Ye shall never see me more. 

Nor see my sufferings, nor see my sins ! 

In darkness henceforth shall ye see the forms 

Aye banned you, nor shall know whom I would know.' 

Wailing such curse, again and oft again 

He stabbed his eyes. Straight those red- welling balls 

Crimsoned his beard : they from that butchery 

Shed no mere oozing drops : a purple rain 

In torrent-spray all gory spirted forth. 

Both were its source, both has it overwhelmed — 1280 

Husband and wife — this turmoiled torrent-curse ! 

That olden weal was in the former days 

Weal justly named : now is it made this day 

Moan, ruin, death, shame — of all names soe'er 

Of evil things accurst, there lacks not one. 

Chorus. 
Hath yon wretch from his agony respite yet ? 

Servant. 

He shouts, ' Let some one ope the gates, and show 
All Kadmus' sons this man, his father's slayer, 
His mother's ' words unholy I dare not speak — 
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As who would cast himself forth of the land, 1290 
Nor stay, a curse to his house through his own curse. 
Yet strength he lacketh now, and one to guide 
His steps. Too great to bear is his affliction. 
This shall he show thee too ; for lo, the doors 
Are opening yonder. Thou shalt see a sight 
Such that who most abhors must pity him. 

Enter Oedipus. 

Chorus. 

awful suffering for human eyes j 

To look on ! O most fearful thing \ 
That ever did upon my vision rise ! 

thou unhappy king, [1300 
What frenzy hath seized thee ? What malicious fiend 

Hath with one bound, outranging far 
All mortal strength, leapt on thine head unscreened. 

Born 'neath an evil star ? 
Woe is thee, hapless one ! Upon thy face 

I cannot look ! Yet would I fain 
Ask much, learn much : down dread depths would I 
gaze — 

1 cannot ! — with such shuddering amaze 

1 see thine awful pain. 

Oedipus. 

Woe is me ! Woe is me ! Wretched am I ! Whither- 
ward through the drear 

Night of the world am I drawn ? What is this that 
doth fall on mine ear ? 

Is it a voice floating round me ? — or is it afar or 
anear ? 1310 
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Fate, O thou terrible power, how far hast thou flashed 
in thy flight ! 

Chorus. 
Far down abysses of ruin, too awful for hearing or 
sight ! 

Oedipus. (Str. i) 

Clouds of a horror of darkness ! — O lowering, un- 
speakable pall 
Swept irresistibly on by the blast ! — woe's me ! — and 

withal 
Deep-stabbing still are those maddening goads, and 
remembrance is gall ! 

I- 
Chorus. 

No marvel that amidst thy many woes 

Both mind and body thrill with anguish -throes. 1320 

Oedipus. (Ant. 1) 

Friend ! art thou steadfast in tending me still ? — thou 

endurest to care 
Still for the blind ! — ah me ! — ah me ! — yea, I feel 

thou art there. 
Yea, for thy voice know I well, a light in my night of 

despair. 

Chorus. 

How couldst thou thus, thou who dread deeds hast 

done. 
Blast thine own sight ? What daemon urged thee on ! 

Oedipus. (Str. 1) 

Friends, 'twas Apollo, none other, who brought to 
their dark consummation 
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These my calamities, yea, and my sufferings bitter- 
keen. 1330 
Ah but mine own hand — O misery ! — wrought my 
sight's desecration — 
Where was my profit in seeing, when nought re- 
mained sweet to be seen ? 

Chorus. 
It was even as thou sayest, I ween. 

Oedipus. 

What, O my friends, should I look on henceforth, or 
what is remaining 
Meet for my love ? Is there music on earth that to 
me should be sweet ? 
Lead me forth out of the land, this sightless weakness 
sustaining — 
Lead me, O friends, far hence, for whom in this land 
may I greet ? 1340 

Lead the accursfed away, from whose presence pollu- 
tion is raining. 
Me, by the Gods most abhorr&d of men ! — lead 
hence my feet. 

Chorus. 

Racked with remorse, and worn with misery, 
O that thy face had ne'er been seen of me ! 

Oedipus. (Ant. 7.) 

Cursfed be he, whosoever he was, who stooped to 
deliver 
Me from the merciless gyves, and redeemed me 
from death, to bestow 1350 
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Life upon me — 'twas a thankless bestowal ! — else had 
1 never, 
Plucked from death's hand, have been made to my 
friends and myself such a woe. 

Chorus. 
I too would have had it so. 

Oedipus. 

Then had^J_jifft..beeii~th,e..wi:»tGh--.whQJiis™assaL. sire's 
life hatb-iakea-t-,. 
Then unto her had I never been husband, of whom 
I was child — 
Ay, and so named among men ! — but now am I god- 
forsaken : 
Yea, I am son of the woman that was by my love 
defiled! 1360 

Yea, of one bed with my fathe r am I, the anguish- 

If there be woes above woes, upon Oedipus' head 
are they piled. 

Chorus. 
No wise resolve in that thy deed I find, 
For better wert thou dead than living blind. 

Oedipus. 
That this deed for the best not thus was done 
Instruct not me, nor babble counsel more. 1370 

For with what eyes I could have met the glance 
In Hades of my father, I know not. 
No, nor my hapless mother's. To these twain 
Deeds meriting worse than hanging have I done. 
' Yet,' one will say, ' sure children's eyes were sweet. 
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How born soever, still to look upon.' 

Ah no ! ah never ! — not for these mine eyes ! — 

Nor children, town nor tower, nor images 

Divine of Gods, whereof all- wretched I, 

Once noblest man of all Thebes' fosterlings, 1380 

Bereaved myself, when mine own lips proclaimed 

That all thrust forth the godless wretch revealed 

Impure before the Gods — me, Laius' son ! 

Now I have proved this leper-spot mine own, 

Shall I with eyes unshrinking look on these ? 

No, no ! but, were it possible to dam 

The fount of hearing too, I had not spared 

To seal up utterly my wretched frame. 

So to be blind and hearing nought. 'Twere good 

If, ills shut out, the soul might dwell alone. 1390 

Kithaeron, why didst thou receive me ? Why 

Not straight have slain me ? So I had never shown 

Mine origin unto the sons of men ! 

O Polybus, O Corinth, ancient home 

Ancestral ! — mine in name : what fair outside 

Festering beneath with ills, ye reared in me ! 

For vile and of the vile I now am found. 

O ye three roads, O hidden forest-dell, 

Oak-copse, and strait path where three highways 

meet, 
Who drank my blood which mine own hand had 

shed — 1400 

My father's blood ! — do ye remember me. 
What deeds I did to you, and now, come hither. 
Have fared in turn — ah, how ? O nuptials, nuptials. 
Ye gendered me, and, having gendered, brought 
To light the selfsame seed, and so revealed 
Sires, brothers, sons, — a tangle of kindred blood ! — 
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Brides, mothers, wives, in one ! — yea, whatso deeds 
Most shameful among humankind are done. 
But — since things foul to do may not be told — 
With all speed, by the Gods, O hide me hence, 1410 
Or slay me, or cast forth into the sea. 
Where ye shall never look upon me more ! 
Draw nigh : ah, deign to touch a wretched man ! 
Consent ye : fear not ; for of mortals none 
Save me can bear the burden of my curse. 

Chorus. 

Nay, both for deed and for decision of all 
Thou askest, comes in season Kreon here, 
Now left the land's sole warder in thy stead. 

Oedipus. 

Ah me ! what word to this man can I say ? 

What righteous claim to credence shall I find ? 1420 

I, utterly unjust so late to him ! 

Enter Kreon. 

Kreon. 

Not as to mock thee, Oedipus, I come, 

Nor to reproach with any evils past. 

But ye, if ye blush not before the sons 

Of men, respect at least the all-fostering flame 

Of Helios the King, to flout him not 

With this pollution thus unveiled, which earth, 

Nor sacred rain, nor light, shall brook to bear. 

Nay, with all speed convey ye him within. 

For none but kinsfolk may, without offence 1430 

To heaven, behold and hear the ills of kin. 
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Oedipus. 

By heaven, since thou art better than my fears, 

Coming most noble to a man most vile, 

Grant me one thing — for thy sake, not for mine. 

Kreon. 
For what boon pleadest thou thus earnestly ? 

Oedipus. 

With all speed cast me forth the land, to where 
My lips from human converse shall be sealed. 

Kreon. 

This had I done, be sure, but I desired 

Of Phoebus first to learn what must be done. 

Oedipus. 
Nay, his command was plainly all set forth, 1440 

' Destroy the father-slayer, the godless '—me ! 

Kreon. 
Yea, thus 'twas said : yet, in the strait wherein 
We stand, 'twere best to learn what must we do. 

Oedipus. 
How ? Touching such a wretch would ye enquire ? 

Kreon, 
Thou in the God wilt surely now have faith. 

Oedipus. 
Yea, and I charge thee, I implore withal :— 
To her within what obsequies thou wilt 
Give : right it is thou do this for thy kin. 
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But this, my father's town, be it never doomed 

To have me for its living habitant. 145° 

But let me in the mountains dwell, where moans 

My name o'er yon Kithseron, tomb appointed 

Once for me by riiy living parents twain, 

There meet, the self-same death to which they doomed 

me. 
Yet this I know — me neither shall disease 
Destroy, nor aught beside. I had not been saved 
Ev'n from death's brink, but for some awful fate. 
Nay, let my weird take whatso path it will. 
But for my softs, I pray thee, Kreon, take [1460 

No anxious thought : men are they, so shall these 
Lack sustenance never, where they be soe'er. 
But of mine hapless, piteous daughters twain, — 
Who never knew a table set apart 
Without my presence, but, what food soe'er 
I touched, therein they too had equal share, — 
Ah, care for them ! And, chi'efliest, suffer me 
To touch their hands, and so bewail my woes. 
Go, bring them. King ! 

Go, nobly-born ! Might mine hands touch them, I 
Should seem to have them still, as when I' saw. 1470 
What say I ? 

Ha ! do I hear, by heaven, my darling ones ? — 
Yea, hear them weep ? Hath Kreon, pitying me, 
Sent unto me my best-belovfed ones ? 
And say I sooth ? 

Kreon. 

Thou sayest. I am he have gained thee this. 
Knowing thine ol(^ joy in them, now renewed. 
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Oedipus. 
Blessings on thee ! May Heaven, for this their 

coming, 
Better protection grant to thee than me ! [1480 

Children, where are ye ? Hither come, draw nigh 
Unto these hands of mine — your brother's hands ! — 
Which gave your father's, your begetter's eyes, 
Erewhile so bright, the boon of seeing thus ! 
Who saw not, who surmised not ; yet, O yet, 
Was proved your sire by her from whom I sprang ! 
For you I weep — I cannot look on you, — 
Thinking on your hard residue of days. 
What life must yours be made henceforth by men. 
What gatherings of Thebans will receive you ? 
What festivals ? Will ye not turn from them 1490 
Homeward, for pageants seeing only tears ? 
But, when to marriage-ripeness ye be come, 
Who shall there be — ah, who shall dare to face. 
Daughters, the taunts, the blasting of the shame 
Which whelms henceforthX our mother, yours and 

mine ? 
What depth of ill is lacking here ? Your sire 
Slew his own father, wedded her that bare him, 
Of whom himself sprang ; from the selfsame source 
Begat you, whence himself had gotten life. [1500 

Such taunts shall scathe you : who will wed you then ? 
None is there, none, my children : all too plain 
Is this, that spouseless, barren, ye must pine. 
Son of Menoikeus, seeing thou art left 
Their only father — we, who gave them life, 
Have perished, she and I — ah, leave them not 
Unwed to wander, poor, who are still thy kin, 
Nor bow them to the level of my woes — 
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But pity them, beholding them, so young, 

Of all forsaken, save for thy good help. 

Noble one, give, by touch of hand, consent ! 1510 

Childred, to you, were ye but ripe of wit. 

Much counsel would I give : but now pray ye 

To live where fate vouchsafes, and to enjoy 

A better life thdn your begetter knew. 

Kreon. 
Let thy tears outpoured suffice. Beneath the roof 
withdraw thy feet. 

Oedipus. 
Though it gall me, must I. 

Kreon. 
Good are all things in their season meet. 

Oedipus. 
I will go — on what condition, know'st thou ? 

Kreon. 

Speak, and I shall know. 

Oedipus. 
Exiled send me forth the land. 

Kreon. 
The God alone may this bestow. 

Oedipus. 
But to Gods am I most hateful. 

Kreon. 
Then thy boon thou soon shalt gain. 

Oedipus. 
Say'st thou so ? 
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Kreon. 
The thing I mean not, love I not to speak in 
vain. 1520 

Oedipus. 
Speed me straightway hence. 

Kreon. 
Depart : no more unto thy daughters cling. 

Oedipus. 
Drive not, drive not these from me ! 

Kreon. 
Seek lordship not in everything. 
Sooth, the lordship thou didst grasp hath left thy life 
forsaken ttus. 

\E,xeunt Kreon, Oedipus, and Daughters. 

Chorus. 
People of our native Thebe, mark him — who was 

Oedipus, 
He who read the riddle world-renowned, the man 

once set on high ! 
Who of all the folk with envy saw not his prosperity ? 
O'er him what a tempest-surge of dread calamity hath 

rolled ! 
Therefore let us in our hearts the day that endeth life 

behold. 
Mortals as we are, accounting none of mortals blest, 

until 
Past the goal of life his feet have sped, unscathed of 

any ill. 1530 

{Exeunt Omnes. 
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ARGUMENT. 

When Oedipus, in his blindness and misery, prayed 
for banishment, the rulers of Thebes constrained him 
to abide there still. But in process of time, when his 
sons had grown to manhood, each coveted to he king, 
and the people, as thinking that the presence of Oedipus 
was bringing the curse of civil strife upon the city, 
were minded to thrust him forth into exile. The.n his 
sons did nothing, by word or deed, to shield him from 
that doom. So he was driven forth to wander in 
blindness, begging his bread, through many strange 
lands, with none to guide and tend him save one 
daughter, Antigone. 

And herein is told how in great age and exceeding 
feebleness he came to Kolonus, which is nigh unto 
Athens, and how he was received and sheltered there, 
and of the false frieyid and the unnatural son that 
sought unto him, and of the mystery and the peace of 
his last end. 



DRAMATIS PERSON.E. 

Oedipus, sometime king of Thebes. 

Antigone, \ 

\ daughters of Oedipus. 

ISMENE, ) 

Theseus, king of Athens. 
Kreon, brother-in-law of Oedipus. 
Polyneikes, elder son of Oedipus. 
Stranger, dweller in Kolonus. 
Chorus, consisting of Elders of Kolonus. 
Guards and Attendants. 

Scene : — Beside the grove of the Eumenides at 
Kolonus. 
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Enter Oedipus and Antigone. 

Oedipus. 
Child of the blind old man, Antigone, 
What lands, what city of men, have we attained ? 
Ah, who will greet on this, the passing day. 
With niggard gifts the homeless Oedipus 
Who ask but little, and receive yet less 
Than my scant asking — yet for me enough. 
Therewith to be content hath suffering taught me, 
Long use — yea, and the pride of ancient blood. 
Child, if thou seest any seat, on ground 
Unconsecrate, or even in groves of Gods, lo 

Place me and seat there, that we may inquire 
Where are we. Strangers we, needs must we learn 
Of citizens, and, as they bid us, do. 

Antigone. 
My toil-worn father Oedipus, the towers 
That gird the town are, to mine eyes, afar. 
Hallowed this spot is, well may one divine, 
Thick-grown with laurel, olive, vine, where hidden 
Flit wings, and songs ring sweet, of nightingales. 
Here bend thy knees, and on this stone unhewn 
Rest : thou hast journeyed far, for feet of eld. 20 
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Oedipus. 
Ay, seat me, and be warder of the blind. 

Antigone. 
Practised so long, I need not this to learn. 

Qedipus. 
Canst certify me whither we are come ? 

Antigone. 
Athens indeed I know, but not this spot. 

Oedipus. 
Ay, that we heard of every wayfarer. 

Antigone. 
How named is this place shall I go and learn ? 

Oedipus. 
Yea, child, il it be habitable ground. 

Antigone. 
Nay, 'tis inhabited. Yet need is npne 
To go, I ween : hard by I see a man. 

Oedipus. 
Hitherward faring ? — ^hasting from the town ? 30 

Antigone. 
Nay, even here is he. What fitliest spoken 
Seems unto thee, say ; for the man is here. 

Enter Stranger, 

Oedipus. 
Sir stranger, hearing from this maid, whose eyes 
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See for herself and me that thou draw'st near 
In season fair to instruct our ignorance, 

Stranger. 
Ere thou ask further, rise, and go forth hence. 
The place is holy ground, where none may tread. 

Oedipus. 
What is the spot ? — to what God consecrate ? 

Stranger. 

Not to be touched nor dwelt in. 'Tis the haunt [40 
Of fearful Goddesses, Earth's and Darkness' daughters. 

Oedipus. 
By what dread name shall I make prayer to them ? 

Stranger. 

The All-seeing Gracious Ones — so named of folk 
That dwell here. Other lands have other use. 

Oedipus. 

Kindly may they receive their suppliant ! 
Here is my rest — I leave this land no more. 

Stranger. 

What means this ? 

Oedipus. 

'Tis the watchword of my fate. 

Stranger. 

I dare not make thee rise, except the city 
Command it, ere I have shown them what 1 do. 
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Oedipus. 
Stranger, in Heaven's name, the wanderer's prayer 
Reject not : that which I beseech thee tell. ' 50 

Stranger. 
Speak, and thou shalt not be refused of me. 

Oedipus. 
What is the place whereunto we have come. 

Stranger. 
All that I know, that shalt thou hear and learn. 
This place is hallowed all : the haunt it is 
Of dread Poseidon — shrine of that Fire-bringer 
Titan Prometheus : — where thy feet rest now 
Is called the Brazen Threshold of this land, 
The Stay of Athens ; and the neighbour fields 
Boast for their patriarch founder Chariot-lord 
Kolonus ; yea, they bear that hero's name 60 

In common, being all named after him. 
Such is this place— by them that dwell there more 
Honoured than in the rumour of the world. 

Oedipus. 
Ha ! and do any folk inhabit here ? 

Stranger. 
Yea surely : from yon God they take their name. 

(Points to statue of Kolonus. 

Oedipus. 
H^ve they a lord, or may men say their say ? 

Stranger. 
Lord over these the King of Athens is. 
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Oedipus. 
And who is this who rules with word and might ? 

Stranger. 
Theseus his name is, ancient Aigeus' son. 

Oedipus. 
Would one of you mine herald be to him ? 70 

Stranger. 
To tell him aught ? — or draw him hither — wherefore ? 

Oedipus. 
That for small service he may win great gain. 

Stranger. 
Nay, what help is there in a sightless man ? 

Oedipus. 
All that I say shall be as words of seers. 

Stranger. 
This do and so be scatheless, friend, if thou 
Art princely, as seems, except for fortune's spite,— 
Here, where thou first wast seen, abide, till I 
To this town's burghers— not of Athens^go 
And tell this. These are they that shall decide 
If thou mayst stay, or must fare forth again. 80 

[Exit. 

Oedipus. 
Say, daughter, is the stranger gone from us ? 

Antigone. 
Yea, father, gone ; and all at quiet now 
Mayst thou speak out, since I alone am near. 
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Okdipus. 

Majesties awful-browed, since your abodes 

Are my first resting-place within this land, 

Be not to me ungracious, nor to Phoebus, 

Who, in foretelling all these ills to me, 

Spake this my rest, where, after weary days. 

This limit would be reached, where I should find 

The awful Goddesses' haunt, mine harbourage, go 

There find the goal of this my woeful life. 

There dwell a blessing to who welcome me, 

A curse to them that banished, chased me forth. 

Tokens hereof should come, — he pledged me this, — 

Earthquake, or thunder, or Zeus' levin-splendour. 

Certain am I that in this wayfaring — 

It must be so — sure omens sent by you 

Have led me to this grove : else never I 

Thus journeying had lighted first on you. 

The sober on the wineless — nor were sitting loo 

Upon this hallowed slab unhewn. O grant me, 

According to Apollo's oracles. 

To pass, to end life's race now, Goddesses ! — 

Except my measure be not full, who am thrall 

Above all men to sufferings most extreme. 

Hear, Daughters dear of immemorial Night ! 

Hear, city named of Pallas mightiest, 

Athens, of all burgs honoured most of her ! 

Pity this wretched wraith of him who once 

Was Oedipus, — not the frame of old is this ! no 

Antigone. 

Hush ! hitherward are faring certain men 
Stricken in years, to mark where thou dost sit. 
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Oedipus. 

I will keep silence. Lead me from the path, 
And hide within the grove, till I have learnt 
What words these men will say : of knowledge gained 
Proceedeth heedful care in doing deeds. 

\R.et%ris within grove. 

Enter Chorus hastily, looking round as in search. 

Chorus. (Str. i) 

Look for him ! Who was he then ? Where now 

doth he hide ? 
Whither hath rushed from this place ? There is none 

beside, 
None of all men so presumptuous ! Search for him ! 

— scanned 120 

Now be his tracks ! — ^watch for him on every hand. 
Surely a wandering alien the ancient shall be. 
Never a son of the land ; else never had he 
Unto the unfooted grove of the Maidens drawn near, 
Yea, of the Maidens resistless, whose name we fear 
Even to speak, and presume not to look as we steal 
Soundlessly, wordlessly, past them, and dare not 

unseal [130 

Lips, but in reverent silence their godhead adore. 
Yet— what is this that they say ?— he hath trampled 

their floor, 
Who respecteth them not ? But his lurking-place I 

can discern 
Nowhere, though round all the precinct mine eyes I 
turn. 
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Oedipus shows himself from his concealment. 

Oedipus. 

Lo, I am he of whom ye speak. Mine ear 
Seeth for me, as saith the saw. 

Chorus. 
O, awful sacrilege to see, to hear ! 140 

Oedipus. 

Reckless of law 
I am not : beseech you, think not so of me ! 

Chorus. 
Now Zeus defend ! — who shall this ancient be ? 

Oedipus. 

Small cause for envy is there in my lot, 
O warders of this land ; else should I not 
Thus, by another's eyes on-guided, crawl — 
A great ship riding on an anchor small. 

Chorus. (Ant. i) 

Woe for thee ! — hast thou been sightless even from 
birth ? [150 

Evil, by seeming, thy days are, yet long on the earth. 

Yet, if my warning avail, thou shalt not to thy woe 

Add desecration's curse — too far dost thou go ! 

There dost thou trespass! — 'O stranger ill-fated, 
beware 

Lest on the grass of yon glade thou intrude, seeing 
there 

Voices are heard not ; the laver of water spills 

Streams that shall mingle in one vrith the honey-rills. 
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H*ence from the precinct ! Avoid ! — lo, the midspace 
is wide — [160 

Hearest thou not, O wanderer travail-tried ? 

If there be aught that in converse thou fain wouldst 
say 

Unto us, step from the ground forbidden away. 

Hitherward come, where 'tis lawful for all to remain ; 

So shalt thou speak : but till then, I charge thee, 
refrain. 

Oedipus. 

Daughter, to what resolve shall we incline ? 170 

Antigone. 
Father, as doth this people, must we do ; 
Yield to just claims, and hearken thereunto. 

Oedipus. 
Even so : lay then thy hand in mine. 

Antigone. 
So do I : lo, it claspeth thine. 

Oedipus. 
Strangers, I pray, be no wrong done to me 
When, trusting you, I leave my sanctuary. 

(Sir. 2) 
Chorus. 
None shall e'er hale thee from this resting-place, 
Ancient, against thy will. 

Oedipus begms to come out of the grove. 

Oedipus. 
Must I step forward ? 
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Chorus. 
Yea, still onward pace. 

Oedipus. 
Must I come farther still ? i8o 

Chorus. 
Damsel, by thee let him be onward led, 
For thou dost understand. 

Antigone. 
Hither, my father, with thy sightless tread 
Follow my guiding hand. 

Chorus. 
A stranger in a strange land sojourning, 

Hapless, resolve thee here 
To hold what she abhors a hateful thing, 

And what she loves, revere. 

Oedipus. 

Then lead me on still, daughter, lead. 
Where, heeding all due reverence, 
I may both speak, and hearken thence, 190 

And strive not with o'ermastering need. 

Oedipus has now left the grove, and reaches a rocky 
shelf. 

Chorus. 
There, by yon rough rock -platform, mayst thou stay : 
Needs not to draw more near. 



I Four lines, matching the corresponding ones in the Anti- 
strophe, seem to have been lost here. 
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Oed. Thus ? Cho. That sufficeth, even as I say. 

Oedipus. 
And may I seat me here ? 

Chorus. 
Yea, sideward move, and lowly bend thy knee ; 
So seat thee on the stone. 

Antigone. 
Father, my task is this — pace quietly : 

Time to my step thine own. 
Oed. Ah me ! Ah me ! Ant. Upon my loving hand 

Thine aged frame be bowed. [200 

Oedipus. 
Ah me, the doom whereunto I was banned ! 
Ah, my soul's madness-cloud ! 

Chorus. 
Hapless, now hast thou rest : tell then to us 

Who of mankind art thou — 
What name is thine, who art travail-burdened thus ? 

Speak, tell thy country now. 

Oedipus. 
Strangers, a homeless man — ah, do not ye — 

Chorus. 
What wouldst thou bar, grey sire ? 

Oedipus. 

Ask, ask not who I am ! Question not me ! 210 

No more, no more inquire ! 
Ch. What meaneth this ? Oed. Dread birth — 
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Ch. Speak out ! Oed. Ah woe ! 
Child, what shall be replied ? 

Chorus. 
Thy lineage, stranger, and thy father show. 
We would be certified. 

Oedipus. 
What shall befall me, child ? O misery ! 

Antigone, 
Speak — bitter is thy need. 

Oedipus. 
Yea, I will speak : no hiding-place I see. 

Chorus. 
Ye tarry long — make speed ! 

Oedipus. 
Laius — do ye know aught of that man's son ? 220 

(Chorus utter a startled cry.) 

Oedipus. 
Labdakus' line know ye ? 
Ch. O Zeus ! Oed. And Oedipus, that hapless 
one ? 

Chorus. 
How then ? — thou — art thou he ? 

Oedipus. 
Be not so horror-struck for this I say 

(Chorus raise a shout of execration.) 
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Oedipus. 
O my dark destiny ! 

(Chorus redouble their clamour.) 

Oedipus. 

What, and O what, my daughter, must straightway 
Befall thy sire and thee ? 

Chorus. 
Forth and away! Get thee hence from our country! Go! 

Oedipus. 
But thy promise to me — how wilt thou redeem it so ? 

Chorus. 

No retribution from doom doth on any man light 
If 'tis a wrong first done him that he doth requite. 
There on thy side was deceit ! — shall not here be 

deceit ? 230 

Wouldst thou have kindness repaid thee, when pain 

is meet ? 
Back from thy refuge ! — out from this place again ! 
Haste thee away from my land, lest pollution's stain 
Load on my city the burden of some new bane. 

Antigone. 

O reverent-hearted strangers, though unheeding 
Ye turn away from my grey father's pleading, 
Because ye have heard the story horror-thrilling 
Of that his sin — the sin he sinned unwilling — 240 
Yet pity me, the hapless, I implore you. 
Strangers ! — for him alone I kneel before you 
Uplooking to your eyes with eyes undarkened ! 
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Oh let it seem to you as though ye hearkened 
A child of your own blood ! Let your compassion 
Light on the hapless ! Even in such fashion 
As ye were Gods, so at your feet we lie 

In this our misery ! 
Oh then, vouchsafe to us a boon too high 

For our expectancy ! 
By all ye have of dear, heed mine imploring — 250 
Child — wife — wealth — by the God of your adoring ! 
Judge not — thou shalt not find of mortals one 
Howe'er thou search, who, when a God thrusts on. 
Can choose but do the deed predestined to be done. 

Chorus. 

Know, child of Oedipus, no less than him 
We pity thee for thine affliction's sake ; 
But, fearing the Gods' vengeance, cannot we 
Speak aught beside the words now said to thee. 

Oedipus. 

What profit cometh of her glory then. 

Her fair renown, — a fleeting hollow show ! — 

That men name Athens most god-reverencing, 260 

Peerless in power to save the stranger crushed 

By wrong, alone sufficient for his aid — 

Ay, where for me is this her boast, when ye 

From this her threshold pluck me and expel. 

Dreading my mere name ? — sooth, ye cannot dread 

This form, nor those my deeds. In all my deeds 

The sufferer was I rather than the doer, 

As thou shouldst know, cared I to speak of mother 

And father, for whose sake thou fear'st me. This 

Well know I. Lo, how am I vile in grain, 270 
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Who but requited outrage such, that if 

I had done it wittingly, I were not vile ? 

But now, nought knowing I trod the path I trod : 

But wittingly my wrongers sought my death. 

Wherefore, in God's name, strangers, I beseech, 

As from that seat ye raised me, save me now, 

And, while ye honour Gods, do not the while 

Make Gods of none account : be sure that they 

Look down upon the god-revering man. 

And look on god-despisers : no escape 280 

The sacrilegious yet hath found. Be thou 

Their ally : cloud not Athens' happiness 

By ministering to sacrilegious deeds. 

Nay — ye received the suppliant under pledge : 

Save then and guard me. Look not on this visage 

So hideously marred, to scorn my prayer ! 

Hallowed I come, godfearing, and I bear 

Blessing for this folk. When your lord shall come, 

Whoso he be that ruleth over you. 

Then shalt thou hear and learn all. But, till then, 290 

Do not in any wise fall into sin. 

Chorus. 
Ancient, it needs must be that I with awe 
^Hearken thy warnings : uttered have they been 
In no light words. Yet it sufficeth me 
That this land's princes judge the right herein. 

Oedipus. 
Where, strangers, is the ruler of this realm ? 

Chorus. 
Even in his fathers' city : but that scout 
Who sent me hither, is to fetch him gone. 
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Oedipus. 

Think ye that he will have respect or care 

For me, the blind man, that he should draw nigh ?300 

Chorus. 
Yea verily, soon as he hath heard thy name. 

Oedipus. 
Who is there shall report my name to him ? 

Chorus. 

Long is the way ; yet widely wont to spread 
Wayfarers' rumours : when he heareth these, 
Fear not, he will come. Far thy fame hath flown, 
Ancient, through all men. Though sleep clog his feet, 
Hearing of thee will he with speed come hither. 

Oedipus. 

Yea, let him come, for blessing to his town 

And me ! What good man is not his own friend ? 

Antigone. 
O Zeus ! what shall I say ?— do I dream, father ? 310 

Oedipus. 
What is it, daughter ? 

Antigone. 

I behold a woman 
Aye drawing nearer — an Etnaean filjy 
She rides — a hat Thessalian on her head 
Shadeth her face, and fenceth from the sun. 
What shall I say ? 
O, is it ? — is it not ? — doth fancy cheat me ? 
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It is ! — it is not ! — what to say I know not ! 

Ah me! 

It is none other ! Yea, her eyes are beaming 

Welcome as she draws near, betokening 320 

That this is sister Isjngflg — none beside ! 

Oedipus. 

How say'st thou, child ? 

Antigone. 

That I behold thy child. 
My sister. By her voice thou straight shalt know. 

Enter Ismene. 

ISMENE. 

O father, sister mine ! O names that are 
Most dear to me ! How hardly have I found. 
And hardly now may see you through my tears ! 

Oedipus. 
Child, art thou come ? 

Ismene. 
Father, ill-starred to see ! 

Oedipus. 
Child, hast appeared ? 

Ismene. 
Through travail sore for me. 

Oedipus. 
Touch me, my child. 
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ISMENE. 

Together twain I clasp. 

Oedipus. 
Child of my blood ! 

Ismene. 
O wretched, wretched life ! 330 

Oedipus. 
Her life and mine ? 

Ismene. 
Yea, and of hapless me ! 

Oedipus. 
Child, why hast come ? 

Ismene. 
Father, of thought for thee. 

Oedipus. 
For yearning ? 

Ismene. 
Yea, and tidings on my lips. 
With my one trusty household-thrall I come. 

Oedipus. 
Where for such service are thy brothers then ? 

Ismene. 
Where they are, are they. Fearful is their phght. 

Oedipus. 
Out on them, who have shaped their characters 
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And course of life by those Egyptian customs ! 

For there within the house the husbands sit 

And labour at the loom : their wives the while 340 

Go forth abroad to earn their livelihood. \ 

So, daughters, they which ought to toil herein. 

Stay within doors like girls, and keep the house ; 

And ye twain bear the burden of my woes 

In their stead. This one, since the day she stepped 

From girlhood forth, and waxed in strength of frame, 

Hath wandered aye with me in evil plight 

Leading the old man, in the wildwood oft 

Barefooted roving hungry and athirst. 

Enduring tribulation oft of rains 350 

Or sun-glare, holding still in last esteem 

Home-comfort, so her father be sustained. 

And thou, child, cam'st in time past forth to tell 

Thy sire, unknown to Thebes, all oracles 

Uttered concerning me : my trusty scout 

Hast thou been since they banished me the land. 

And now, with what tale to thy sire, Ismene, 

Com'st thou ? What errand sped thee forth thine 

home ? 
For not for nought thou com'st, well know I this, 
But bearing tidings of dismay to me. 360 

ISMENE. 

The afflictions, father, that I have endured, 
Seeking where thou wast nurtured and wast housed, 
Will I let pass : I have no will twice o'er 
To suffer, in the toiling and the telling. 
But of the ills that compass now thy sons 
Ill-starred, of these to tell thee am I come. 
Erst had they one desire, to leave the throne 
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In Kreon's hand, and not pollute the city, 
Having regard, so said they, to the curse 
Ancestral haunting thine afflicted house. 370 

Now, through some God and their own sinful soul, 
111 strife hath rushed 'twixt that thrice-wretched 

twain 
To grasp at sovereignty and kingly power. 
The headstrong prince who is second ranked by time 
Of the throne royal robs the elder-born 
Polyneikes, and hath driven from fatherland. 
He, as in Thebes runs rumour's swelling tide, 
To hill- ringed Argos fled, there took to him 
An alien bride, and warrior war-allies. 
Looking that Argos gloriously should win 380 

Thebes' plain, or yield to Thebes heaven-high renown. 
No tale of words is here, O father mine. 
But dread deeds. Where the Gods upon thy woes 
Will have compassion, this I cannot learn. 

Oedipus. 

How, didst thou hope that yet the Gods to me 
Would have regard, that I should e'er be saved ? 

ISMENE. 

O yea, my sire, through oracles late heard. 

Oedipus. 
What oracles ? What is foretold, my child ? 

ISMENE. 

That thou of them shouldst be, in lifis, in defatk. 
Much sought to, for their own deliverance' sake. 390 
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Oedipus. 
Who could be blest through such a man as I ? 

ISMENE. 

On thee, say they, their hope of victory hangs. 

Oedipus. 
When I am nought, then am I indeed a man ? 

ISMENE. 

The Gods, who erst brought low, upraise thee now. 

Oedipus. 

Tush ! — raise the old who fell in strength of youth ! 

Ismene. 

Nay, know thou, Kreon, for this cause alone 
Will come full soon, not in long lapse of time, — 

Oedipus. 
To do what, child ? Interpret thou to me. 

ISMENE. 

To set thee hard by Kadmus' land, that so 

They may control thee, thou ne'er tread its soil. 400 

Oedipus. 
What profits them that at their doors I lie ? 

IsMENE. 

Thy sepulchre unhonoured were their bane. 

Oedipus. 
There needs no oracle to tell us this. 
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ISMENE. 

For this cause would they set thee nigh their land, 
Where thou shalt not be lord of thine own self. 

Oedipus. 
Ha ! will they veil with dust of Thebes my corse ? 

ISMENE. 

The stain of kindred blood forbids, my father. 

Oedipus. 
Then shall they never have me in their power. 

ISMENE. 

Heavily this shall fall on Kadmus' sons ! 

Oedipus. 
Child, through what fortune shall this come to pass ? 

ISMENE. [410 

Through thy wrath, when beside thy tomb they stand. 

Oedipus. 
Of whom heard'st thou the things thou tellest, child ? 

ISMENE. 

Of oracle-envoys come from Delphi's hearth. 

Oedipus. 
And this hath Phcebus spoken touching me ? 

ISMENE. 

As say they who returned to ThebS's plain. 

Oedipus. 
And of my sons who heard this prophecy ? 
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ISMENE. 

Nay, both alike : right well they know the doom. 

Oedipus. 
Vilest of vile ! — they heard this, and preferred 
Their lust of lordship to their love of me ?' 

IsMENE. 

Tidings of grief for me — yet such I bring. 420 

Oedipus. 
Now the Gods quench the fire of fated feud 
Between them never ! May it rest with me. 
The issue and decision of the strife 
Wherein they grapple and uplift the spear. 
That he who holds the sceptre now and throne 
May not abide therein, the banished one 
Never return home I^these that, when men thrust 
Their father with such shame from fatherland. 
Stayed not nor shielded me, but saw me banished, 
Proclaimed an outlaw, thrust to exile forth ! 430 

Thou mightest say, ' This exile was a boon 
Thebes granted, as beseemed, to thy desire.' 
Not so ; for mark, upon that day — the day 
When seethed my fervent heart, when sweetest seemed 
To me to die, yea, to be stoned with stones. 
No man stood forth to serve this my desire. 
But late, when my sharp anguish now was dulled. 
And I was ware that passion had outrun 
In punishment the measure of sin's desert. 
Then, then at last the city forth the land 440 

i. Since they might then have pleaded for his restoration, 
but each preferred to grasp at the sceptre for himself. 
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Drave me, thus late and loth : the father's sons, 

Who could have helped their father, had no will , 

To do this ; but, for lack of one small word, 

From them, in exile wandered I and want ! 

Of these twain, of these maidens — in so far 

As woman's strength vouchsafes them, sustenance 

Have I, safe journeying, and help of kin. 

My sons — in their sire's stead they chose them thrones, 

Chose to sway sceptres, and to rule a realm ! 

Never for war-ally shall they win me ! 450 

Never enjoyment of this Theban realm 

Shall come to them ! This know I, both of hearing 

Her oracles, and linking them in thought 

With old-time prophecies Phoebus now fulfils. 

Then let them send, to search me out, both Kreon 

And whoso else is most of might in Thebes ! 

For if ye, strangers, do consent, with aid 

Of the Dread Ones, the Warders of the land, 

To champion me, for Athens great salvation. 

And for my foes discomfiture, shall ye win. 460 

Chorus. 
Worthy art thou of pity, Oedipus — 
Thou and these maids : but, since thy claim of saviour 
Of Athens weights the scale of this thy plea, 
I fain would counsel thee as fits thy need. 

Oedipus. 
Dear friend, I will perform all ! — be my guide. 

Chorus. 
Propitiate now these Goddesses, to whom 
Thou first haiSt come, hast trespassed on their soil. 
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Oedipus. 
After what manner ? Strangers, teach ye me. 

Chorus. 

First, from an ever-flowing fountain bring 

The sacred lustral drops with sinless hands. 470 

Oedipus. 
And when I have taken that untainted stream ? 

Chorus. 

Mazers are here, a cunning craftsman's work : 
Wreath thou the brims thereof and handles twain. 

Oedipus. 
With boughs, or tufts of wool, or in what wise ? 

Chorus. 
Festoon them with a young lamb's wool new-shorn. 

Oedipus. 
Even so : and then, what ending must I make ? 

Chorus. 
Stand facing east, and pour drink-offerings out. 

Oedipus. 
From those same mazers thou didst name but now ? 

Chorus. 
Yea — pourings three : the last bowl empty thou. 

Oedipus. 
Wherewithal must I iill it ? Tell this too. 480 
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Chorus. 
With water and honey ; but add thou no wine. 

Oedipus. 
When the leaf-shadowed earth hath drunken these ? 

Chorus. 
Twigs from an olive snapped thrice nine lay there 
With either hand, and offer up this prayer : — 

Oedipus. 
This am I fain to hear : it most imports. 

Chorus. 
Kind Ones we call them : therefore, ' With kind 

breasts,' 
Pray thou, 'receive and save this suppliant.'' 
Thyself ask this, or one who speaks for thee. 
Low-murmuring speak, and lift not up thy voice. 
Then slow pass thence and turn not. Unafraid 490 
Will I stand by thee when thou so hast done : 
Else, O thou stranger, must I fear for thee. 

Oedipus. 
Daughters, hear ye our hosts, who dwell hereby ? 

Antigone. 
We heard. Enjoin thou whatso needs to do. 

Oedipus. 
I cannot tread this path. Forlorn I am 
In impotence and blindness, evils twain. 
Of you let one go and perform these things. 

1. Another interpretation — " receive this saviour- suppliant." 
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One soul, I trow, in loyal faith drawing nigh. 

May pay the debt of myriad trespasses. 

Up then : with speed be doing. But alone 500 

Leave ye not me : my body hath no strength 

To move unholpen and without a guide. 

ISMENE. 

This to perform will I go : but the place 
Where I must find all, this I fain would learn. 

Chorus. 

At this grove's farther side. If thou shouldst lack 
Aught, stranger-maid, a dweller there shall show thee. 

IsMENE. 

I will go thither. Thou, Antigone, 

Here guard our father. Howsoe'er one toil 

For parents, we may not account it toil. 

\ExH. 

Chorus. 

(Str. i; 

Dread task it is to wake the pain so long since laid to 
rest, 510 

O stranger ; none the less I fain would ask — 

Oed. Ah, what request ? 

Chorus. 

The grievous pangs that grappled thee when dawned 
their dark despair, — 

Oedipus. 
By sacred hospitality, my shame, ah, do not bare ! 
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Chorus. 

Yet is the tale far-known, its fame from memory doth 

not pass. 
Stranger, I fain would hear the same now told aright. 

Oed. Alas ! 
Ch. Nay, be content, I pray — Oed. Ah me ! ah me ! 

Ch. Grant my desire. 

Bethink thee, I have granted thee all things thou 

didst require. 520 

Oedipus. (Ant. i) 

I have borne, O strangers, miseries — borne through 

unwitting sin : 
God be my witness, none of these was of my choice. 

Ch. Wherein ? 

Oedipus. 

Thebes linked me to an evil bride, my curse, un- 
wittingly. 

Chorus. 

Ha ! couched thy mother by thy side ? — a bed of 
infamy ! 

Oedipus. 

Ah me ! 'tis very death again to hear those horrors 

now, 
Strangers ! — yet oh, these maidens twain, begotten — 
Ch. What say'st thou ? 530 

Oedipus. 

My daughters they — two blasts of doom on me — 

Ch. O Powers divine ! 
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Oedipus. 

Sprang from the travail of one womb — one mother, 
theirs and mine ! 

Chorus. (Str. 2) 
Ha ! then were these at once thine offspring, and 

Oedipus. 

Yea, by one mother sisters of their father ! 

Ch. Horror ! Oed. O yea, like sudden-rallying band 

Of foes, around me countless horrors gather. 

Ch. Thou sufFeredst — 

Oed. Woes to be remembered eyer. 
Ch. Sinnedst — Oed. No sin was mine ! 

Ch. This riddle rea|i. 

Oedipus. 

A gift was given me — oh that I had never. 
The stricken-hearted, won from Thebes that meed 540 
For having helped her need ! 

Chorus. (Ant. 2) 

O wretched man ! How then ? — and didst thou spill — 

Oedipus. 

Ah, what is this ? What art thou set on learning ? 
Ch. Thy father's blood ? 

Oed. Ah me ! the anguish-thrill 
Of the old wound at this new stab returning ! 
Ch. Thou didst ! 

Oed. I slew. Yet — yet — to justify me 

Ch. What plea ? Oed. The plea of Justice ! 

Ch. Even so ? 
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Oedipus. 
Thus — them I slew whose violence brought death 

nigh me. 
Stainless before the law, how should I know 
How I was brought so low ? 

Chorus. 
Lo here our King The son of Aigeus comes, 
Theseus, who hath at word of thee set forth. 550 

Enter Theseus. 

Theseus. 
I, who in time past have from many tongues 
Heard of the gory ruin of thine eyes. 
Thus know thee, Laius' son ; and on my way 
Hither, yet more have heard, and surelier know. 
For thine array and thine all-piteous head 
Attest thee who thou art ; and, pitying thee, 
I fain would ask thee, Oedipus evil-starred, 
With what petition to Athens and to me 
Thou com'st, thou and thy wardress evil-starred. 
Say on ; for desperate must the emprise be 560 

Named of thee, wherefrom I should shrink in fear. 
Nurtured was I a stranger in strange land. 
Like thee, I know, and set my life at stake 
Grappling with perils more than any man. 
Therefore will I not turn back from the help 
Of any stranger, such as thou art now. 
Well know I that I am but man, and have 
No more than thou assurance of the morrow. 

Oedipus. 
Theseus, in that brief speech thy noble soul 
Hath left me little need for many words. 570 
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For thou hast named my name, hast named the sire 
Of whom I sprang, the land wherefrom I came. 
For me nought else remaineth save to speak 
The boon I crave, and so my tale is sped. 

Theseus. 
This selfsame thing now tell, that I may learn. 

Oedipus. 

I come to give mine own poor frame, a gift 

To thee, not in men's eyes desirable, 

But more in worth than aught of fairest show. 

Theseus. 
And what of worth claim'st thou to bring therein ? 

Oedipus. 
Thou mayst not hear now : thou shalt know hereafter. 

Theseus. [580 

Whereby shall thy boon's value be revealed ? 

Oedipus. 
When I have died, and burial thou hast given me. 

Theseus. 

Thou askest life's last boon : what comes ere then 
Thou hast forgotten, or dost hold as nought. 

Oedipus. 
Yea, for therein is all else gathered up. 

Theseus. 
This grace thou askest in small compass lies. 
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Oedipus. 
Yet look to it ! Not light the strife is— no ! 

Theseus. 
Mean'st thou a strife between thy sons and me ? 

Oedipus. 
King, they be fain to force me hence to Thebes. 

Theseus. 
If they desire thee, thou dost ill to shun them. 590 

Oedipus. 
When I would stay, they would not suffer me. 

Theseus. 
Ah fool ! wrath ill befits adversity. 

Oedipus. 
When thou know'st all, admonish. Now let be. 

Theseus. 
Tell me. I must not without judgment speak. 

Oedipus. 
I have suffered, Theseus, dire ills heaped on ills. 

Theseus. 
Mean'st thou the old misfortune of thy birth ? 

Oedipus. 
Nay, nay ! That every Hellene tongue can tell. 

Theseus. 
What sufferest thou beyond the common lot ? 
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Oedipus. 

This is my grief — I am exiled from my land 

By mine own seed, and I may never more 600 

Return home, as the man who slew his sire. 

Theseus. 
How should they send for thee, to dwell apart ? 

Oedipus. 
The God's voice shall constrain them thereunto. 

Theseus. 
What threateneth them by oracles foretold ? 

Oedipus. 
That by this land they must be smitten in fight. 

Theseus. 
How shall my state have bitter feud with them ? 

Oedipus. 

Dear son of Aigeus, to the Gods alone 
Old age comes not, nor death, for evermore ; 
Crumbles all else before all-conquering time. 
The earth's strength wanes, the body's strength 
decays : 610 

Faith daily dies, and aye mistrust springs up : 
And the same spirit lives and moves not ever 
Between friends, be they men or be they states. 
For some, one moment, lapse of years for some 
Turns sweet to bitter, anon requickens love. 
And what though now be summer-calm of peace 
'Twixt Thebes and thee, eternal-travailing time 
Brings to the birth unnumbered nights and days. 
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Wherein this present concord of clasped hands 
Shall for slight cause be shattered by the spear ; 620 
Ah then my sleeping and earth-hidden corpse 
Shall flush at last its death-chill with their blood, 
If Zeus be still Zeus, Zeus' son Phcebus true. 
But, since 'tis ill to speak of mysteries veiled, 
Where I began there let me end : thou keep 
Thine own troth loyal. Never shalt thou say 
That for no profit thou gav'st Oedipus 
A home here, — if the Gods deceive me not. 

Chorus. 

King, these promises, and such as these, 

This man erewhile hath pledged him to fulfil. 630 

Theseus. 

Who would reject the friendship of this man, 

One whom our hearth, the hearth of war-allies, 

Of right must ever welcome in our midst ? 

Yea, suppliant of our Gods he comes, and proffers 

A royal tribute to my land and me. 

His claim I reverence : ne'er will I reject 

His boon, but make him citizen of our soil. 

If here our guest be pleased to tarry, thee 

To guard him I appoint : or, if to come 

With me may please thee, Oedipus, to thee 640 

1 leave the choice. Herein I am one with thee. 

Oedipus. 
O Zeus, for this their goodness bless these men ! 

Theseus. 
What choice is thine ? To come unto mine halls ? 
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Oedipus. 
If heaven would but vouchsafe. But in this place — 

Theseus. 
What wilt thou do there ? I will not withstand. 

Oedipus. 
Them that expelled me must I overcome. 

Theseus. 
A great boon this of thy companionship ! 

Oedipus. 
Yea, if thy word abide, and thou fulfil it. 

Theseus. 
Fear not for my part : I will not forsake thee. 

Oedipus. 
I ask no oath of thee, as of some knave. 650 

Theseus. 
More than by my bare word thou shouldst not gain. 

Oedipus. 
How wilt thou do then ? 

Theseus. 

Ah, what fearest thou ? 

Oedipus. 
There will come men — 

Theseus. 

But these will care for thee. 
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Oedipus. 
Beware ! If thou leave — 

Theseus. 



Teach not ma my duty. 

Oedipus. 



I must ! I fear ! 



Theseus. 

Mine heart is not afraid. 

Oedipus. 
Thou knowest not their threats. 

Theseus. 

I know this, I — 
In my despite shall no man hale thee hence. 
Tush ! oft have angry threats hurled empty vaunts 
Abroad — mere words — but when the mind again 
Comes to itself, the threats are no more seen. 660 
They too, perchance, though bold they were to speak 
Grim threats of haling thee, shall deem, I wot, 
Their path a sea-track long and tempest-barred. 
Therefore, apart from my resolve, I say 
Fear not, if Phoebus sent thee hitherward. 
Yea, though I be not present, well I wot 
My name shall be thy shield from suffering wrong. 

\Exit. 

Chorus. (Str. i) 

Thou hast reached, in the land where the steeds are 

fleetest, [670 

White-gleaming Kolonus, of earth's homes sweetest, 

Where the nightingale's clear notes aye are gushing 
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From her dear green bower mid the glades enchanted, ;^ 
From the leaf-arched depths of the grove god-haunted 

Unfboted of man, where the purple-flushing 
Ivy trails, and the myriad cluster 
Droops, where the sun smiteth not, nor bluster 

The winds from their caverns of storm outrushing. -, 
Dionysus the Revel-god roams there aye 
Companioning Nymphs in whose arms he lay 

In childhood's day. 680 

(Ant. \) 
Rich-clustering blooms under heavens dew-streaming 
Each morn the narcissus, the lovely-gleaming. 

Wherewithal from of old the Great Queens crown- 
ed them. 
And there is the crocus, the golden-flashing : 
Nor fail these meadows the sleepless-plashing 

Rills of Kephisus, but still stray round them : 
Increase-quickening, stainless-welling 
Over the bosom of earth broad-swelling 690 

Renewed evermore each dawn hath found them. 
And the choir of the Queens of Song full fain. 
And the Lady of Love, of the Golden Rein, 
There would remain. 

(Str. 2) 
And there is a thing that I wot none knoweth 

On Asian soil, nor with Hfe doth it quicken 
In the Dorian Island of Pelops ; it groweth 
Inviolate ; yea, and itself it soweth. 

Shrink from it spears of our foes awe-stricken ; 
And in this land bloom eth its chiefest pride. 700 
The olive is this — of its fatness the tender 

Young lives of our children be nurtured, and never 
Shall havoc be made of its silver splendour : 
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Nor young invader nor agfed ever 
The stock thereof from the root shall sever. 
It is watched of Twain for our help allied 
Ever — Morian Zeus and the Maid grey-eyed. 

(Ant. 1) 
Yet of praises of Athens the chiefest remaineth : 

For a Great God's boon maketh splendid her story ; 
For his gift is the charger that battleward straineth,7io 
Is the might of young steeds ; and to her appertaineth 
The lordship of seas. Thou hast throned her in 
glory, 
O Son of Kronos, Poseidon King ! 
For thou in her highways the first hast taught her 

The curb that the steed in subjection keepeth : 
To her hands hast thou given wide rule o'er the water 
By the shapely-fashioned oar that sweepeth 
The foam, by the keel o'er the depths that leapeth, 
Which the Sea-king's Daughters companioning 
With a hundred feet in the dance enring. 

Antigone. 
O land that with high praises art extolled, 720 

Now must thou vindicate this splendour of fame. 

Oedipus. 
What is it, daughter ? 

Antigone. 
Nearer and nearer cometh 
Kreon, O father, with great retinue. 

Oedipus. 
Old men, dear friends, in you, and you alone 
O let my goal of safety now be seen ! 



OEDIPUS A T KOL ONUS. 123 

Chorus. 
Fear not, it shall be thine. Though old I be, 
The strength of this land is not waxen old. 

Enter Kreon, attended. 

Kreon. 
Ye gently-born abiders in this land. 
Fear sudden-dawning in your eyes I mark, 
Which at my drawing nigh hath seized on you. 730 
Nay, dread me not, nor utter hostile word ; 
For purposing no violence I come. 
An old man am I, and am come, I know, 
To a city in all Hellas most of might. 
Old as I am, I have been sent to plead 
With this man that he come to Kadmus' town. 
Not sent of one was I : nay, all the folk 
Bade me ; since I, through kinship, of all Thebes 
In his afflictions am afflicted most. 

hapless Oedipus, give ear to me, 740 
And to thine home come. Thee all Kadmus' folk 
Call home ; and right have they : I most of all. 
Even as, except I be of men most base, 

1 in thy sorrows sorrow most, old friend. 
Who see thee hapless, stranger in strange land, 
Ever a wanderer, faring famine-dogged. 

Thy prop one servitor, whom I, alas ! 

Never had dreamed to see to such abasement 

Fallen as she hath fallen, maid ill-starred. 

Aye tending thee and ah, thy piteous head, 750 

With beggar's fare — and she so young, by marriage 

Unshielded, helpless prey of ravishers ! 

Woe's me for this reproach of misery 

Thus cast on thee, on me, on all our house ! 
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Yet, since we cannot hide things manifest, 

Oedipus, by our fathers' gods, give ear 

To me — thou veil them : yield to come to Thebes 

And to thy father's house. Bid kind farewell 

To Athens; 'tis her due : but thine home-land, 

Thine old nurse, hath chief claim to reverence. 760 

Oedipus. 

All-unabashed, who car'st not whence thou drawest 
Thy fine-spun webs of righteous-seeifiing pleas, 
Why use these shifts ? — why seek a second time 
To entrap me to mine own exceeding grief ? 
Erewhile, when under self-wrought ills I lay 
Crushed, when to me had banishment been joy, 
Thou wouldst not grant this boon to my desire. 
But when 1 now was sated with my rage. 
And sweet it seemed in mine own home to dwell, 
From home and country wouldst thou thrust me; 
then 770 

This kinship was not precious in thine eyes ! 
Now, when thou seest this city in love and faith 
Ranged on my side with all her sons, thou triest 
To sever us, with hard thoughts honey-salved. 
What joy are loving words to loathing ears ? 
As though one should at thy petition give 
Nought, and refuse to render aid to thee, 
But, when thine heart's desire is satisfied. 
Should then give, when his bounty earns no thanks ! 
Wouldst thou not gain herein an empty joy ? 780 
Yet this is all thou profFerest unto me — 
Good in profession, in performance vile ! 
Yea, I will tell these too, and prove thee knave — 
Thou art come to lead me not unto mine home, 
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But to be housed an outcast, that thy Thebes 
May from her feud with Athens 'scape unscathed. 
Not thine shall that be : thine shall this be — aye 
My fierce avenging sprite shall haunt your land. 
And this shall my sons gain — of my birth-soil 
Bare heritage of space whereon to die. 790 

Know I not Thebes' plight better than thou know'st ? 
Far better, even as clearlier I hear 
The voice of Phoebus, yea, of Zeus, his sire. 
Suborned false witness hath thy tongue come hither 
Keen-whetted like a sword : b.ut of thy talk 
More ban than blessing shalt thou gain for thee. 
I know thou heedest not my warning — go ! 
Leave me to live here. Even in this my plight 
Not ill my life is, so I be content. 

Kreon. 

Deem'st thou I am injured by thy wilfulness 800 

More than thou by thine own, in this our parley ? 

Oedipus. 

This is my chief joy, that thy talk avails 

To move nor me nor these which stand hereby. 

Kreon. 

Wretch, wilt thou prove that time in thee hath sown 
No sense, who liv'st, to shame thine own grey hairs ? 

Oedipus. 

Shrewd speaker ! Never honest man I knew 
Alike plead well the cause of right or wrong. 

Kreon. 
Much speaking is not one with speech in season. 
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Oedipus. 
O yea, thou briefly speakest, and in season ! 

Kreon. 
Not for one who hath no more wit than thou. 8io 

Oedipus. 
Hence ! — before these I say it — enjail not me, 
As who blockades the spot where I must dwell. 

Kreon. 
To these I appeal, not thee. Let me but take thee, 
And thou shalt rue this answer to thy friends. 

Oedipus. 

And who, my champions these, by force shall take 
me ? 

Kreon. 
Ha, without this shall thine heart yet be wrung ! 

Oedipus. 
What deed of thine makes good this threatening ? 

Kreon. 
Of thy two daughters one have I but now 
Seized, and sent hence, and soon shall hale the other. 

Oedipus. 
Woe's me ! 

Kreon. 
With more cause soon shalt thou cry woe. 820 

Oedipus. 
My daughter hast thou ? 
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Kreon. 
Yea, and this full soon. 

Oedipus. 

Mine hosts, what will ye do ? Will ye forsake me, 
And not drive forth the godless from your land ? 

Chorus. 

Hence, stranger, from our coasts forthright ; for now 
Thou dost foul wrong, and hast already done. 

Kreon (to attendants.) 

Now is your time to drag this maid away 
Unwilling, if she go not willingly. 

(Attendants seize Antigone.) 

Antigone, 

Ah, whither can I flee, woe's me ! — what help 
Of Gods or men obtain ? 

Chorus. 
What dost thou, stranger ? 

Kreon. 
I will not touch yon man : I seize mine own. 830 

Oedipus. 

Lords of the land ! 

Chorus. 

Stranger, thou dost foul wrong ! 
Kr. Nay, right ! Ch. How right ? 

Kr. I lead away mine own. 
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Oedipus. 
O Athens ! 

Chorus. 
What dost thou, man ? Unhand her ! else with speed 
Grapple of warring hands shall test thy right. 

Kreon. 
Stand back ! 

Chorus. 
Not while thou purposest this deed ! 

Kreon. 
With Thebes thou warrest, doing me despite ! 

Oedipus. 
Did I not tell thee this ? 

Chorus. 

Unhand straightway 
The maid ! 

Kreon. 
Dictate not where thou hast no power ! 

Chorus. 
Loose her, I bid thee ! 

Kreon. 
Go thy way, I bid thee ! 840 

Chorus. 
Come hither, come, ye dwellers in the land ! 
Athens, my town, is outraged by strong hand ! 
Come, for mine help to stand ! 
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Antigone. 
I am haled hence, woe's me ! mine hosts, mine hosts ! 

Oedipus. 
Where, O my child, art thou ? 
Antigone. 

By force I go ! 

Oedipus. 
Stretch to me, child, thine arms ! 
Antigone. 

No power have I ! 

Kreon. 

Ye, hale her hence ! 

Oedipus. 

O wretched I ! O wretch ! 
{Exeunt Attendants, with Antigone. 

Kreon. 

Ha ! thou shalt never more go wayfaring 
Propt on these staves ! Since thou wilt overbear 
Thy country and thy kin, at whose behest 850 

I stoop to this task, royal though I be, 
E'en have thy will. This know I, thou shalt find 
That thou hast for thyself achieved but shame 
Now, as in time past, flouting thus thy friends. 
Giving thy wrath rein, ever thy dishonour ! 

Chorus. 
Halt, stranger, here ! 



130 SOPHOCLES. 



Kreon. 
I charge thee, touch me not ! 

Chorus. 
Robbed of these maids, I will not let thee go ! 

Kreon. 

Ha ! thou shalt stake yet heavier penalty 
To Thebes ! — for I will seize not these alone. 

Chorus. 
What wilt thou dare ? 

Kreon. • [860 

This man will I hale hence. 

Chorus. 
Tongue-valiant blusterer ! 

Kreon. 

It shall now be done. 
Chorus. 
Except the ruler of this land prevent. 

Oedipus. 
O shameless voice ! Wilt thou lay hands on me ? 

Kreon. 
Thou, hold thy peace ! 

Oedipus. 

Nay, may these Goddesses 
Not seal my lips yet, ere I speak this curse — 
Thou hast plucked from me, O villain, the sole eye 
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That served me for the eyes that once were mine : 

Therefore may he, the all-beholding God, 

The Sun, grant this to thee and all thy line. 

To wax old even in such life as mine ! 870 

Kreon. 
Do ye mark that, O dwellers in the land ? 

Oedipus. 

They see both thee and me, and know that I, 
Outraged with deeds, requite thee but with words. 

Kreon. 

I will not rein my wrath ! Hence will I hale 
This man, alone and age- worn though I be. 

Oedipus. 
Woe and alas for me ! - 

Chorus. 

Stranger, what arrogance is thine, if thou 
Thinkest that thou shalt bring to pass this wrong ! 

Kreon. 
I shall ! 

Chorus. 
Then mine is not a city now ! 

Kreon. [880 

With justice leagued, the weak o'ercomes the strong. 

Oedipus. 
Hear ye his words ? 
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Nor now, nor ever. 



Chorus. 

Which he shall not perform ; 

Kreon. 

This Zeus knows, not thou. 

Chorus. 



Is not this outrage ? 



Kreon. 
Ay ; yet must thou brook it. 

Chorus. 

Ho ! all ye folk, my land's chiefs, ho ! with speed 
Come hither, come ! for lo, these men exceed 
All bounds in this their deed ! 

Enter Theseus. 

Theseus. 

Speak, what means this clamour ? what is toward ? — 

wherefore thus have ye 
Stayed me, as I sacrificed unto the Ruler of the Sea, 
Guardian of Kolonus ? Speak ; to me be all the cause 

made plain 
For the which I hasted hither faster than my feet 

were fain. 8go 

Oedipus. 

Dear friend ! — for by thy voice I know thee well — 
I have had outrage of yon man but now. 
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Theseus. 
What manner of outrage ? who hath harmed thee ? — 
speak ! 

Oedipus. 
Yon Kreon, whom thou seest, hath torn from me 
My daughters twain — oh, they were all I had ! 

Theseus. 
How say'st thou ? 

Oedipus. 
Even such wrong as thou hast heard. 

Theseus. 
Ho ! of mine henchmen one — thou ! — haste away 
To yonder altars, and make all the folk — 
Footmen and horsemen — from the sacrifice 
Hasten with speed loose-reined to those cross-roads 900 
Twain, whereat all wayfarers needs must ineet ; 
That these maids pass not by, and I become. 
By force o'erborne, the stranger's laughing-stock. 
Hence, as I bid, with speed ! But, for this man, 
Had I unreined my wrath, as he deserves, 
Woundless I had not let him 'scape mine hand. 
But now, the laws that he hath thrust on us. 
By these, none other, shall he now be curbed. , 

Thou, never shalt thou go from this land forth 
Till thou hast set these maids in my sight here : gio 
For this deed thou hast done puts shame on me. 
And on thy lineage, and on thine own land, 
Who hast stolen on a righteous-dealing city 
Which sanctions nothing lawless ; thou hast spurned 
This land's authority, hast swooped on that 
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Thou covetedst, and hast by force made thine. 

Thou thoughtest this my city void of men, 

A city of slaves, myself a niddering ! 

Yet Thebes hath schooled thee not in villainy. 

She loveth not to breed unrighteous men. 920 

She would not praise thee, if she heard that thou 

Art filching that is mine and Heaven's, dost hale 

Unhappy suppliants by force away. 

Surely not I, if I stood on thy soil, 

Not though my cause were righteous utterly, 

Save by its ruler's leave, whoe'er he were. 

Would kidnap aught or hale thence : I should know 

How aliens must to citizens comport them. 

Thou sham'st thine own Thebes, which hath not 

deserved 
This at thine hands : the swelling tide of time 930 
Maketh thee old and void of wit withal. 
I said erewhile — I speak it now again, — 
Let these maids hither with all speed be brought, 
If thou wouldst not aye sojourn in this land 
Perforce and sorely loth. I tell thee this 
For my tongue's utterance and mine heart's resolve. 

Chorus. 

Stranger, dost mark thy plight ? Thy birth proclaims 

thee 
Chivalrous-just, thy deeds a sorry knave ! 

Kreon. 

Not for that I deemed Athens void of men 

Or counsel, son of Aigeus, as thou sayest, 940 

I did this deed, but for that I was sure 

That never yearning for my kin could seize 
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Thy folk, to harbour them in my despite. 

I knew that they would not receive a man 

Parricide and impure, a son convict 

Of living joined in incest with his mother. 

I knew the wise court stablished in your land, 

The Mount of Ares, that it cannot suffer 

Such vagrants to dwell with you in your town ; 

And in this confidence I essayed this capture. 950 

Nor this had I essayed, had he not cursed 

With bitter imprecations me and mine, 

For which wrong I thought this requital meet. 

For to indignant wrath comes no old age. 

Save death — ay, no pang cleaveth to the dead. 

Therefore shalt thou do what thou wilt, since I, 

Though I speak justice wholly, stand alone. 

And therefore helpless. Yet against ill deeds. 

Old as I am, will I essay resistance. 

Oedipus. 

O shameless soul ! Whom, think'st thou, dost thou 
mock 960 

Herein ? — mine hoary hairs, or thine own self? — 
Whose lips have spat forth murders, incest-sins, 
Calamities, whose burden I took up. 
Woe's me, unwitting ! So it pleased the Gods 
Who are haply wroth with mine house from of old. 
But, touching mine own self, thou shalt not find 
Iniquity in me, in retribution 
For which I sinned thus against me and mine. 
Tell me— if to my sire came prophecy 
Saying that he should by his son be slain, 970 

Canst thou with this reproach me righteously, 
Who neither was begotten nor conceived 
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As yet, but then was wholly uncreate ? 

And if, to misery born, as I was born, 

I grappled with my sire, and struck him dead. 

And what I did perceived not, nor to whom, 

How canst thou rightly blame the unwitting deed ? 

Dost blush not, callous soul, to wring from me 

Words of my mother's, of thy sister's, marriage 

That I must now speak ? — I will not be silent ! 980 

'Tis thou hast rushed on this unhallowed theme ! 

She knew not she had borne me who fcnew nought, — 

Woe for my miseries ! — borne me ! Then this mother 

Bare children unto me, her own reproach. 

Ha ! but one thing I know — thou wilfully 

Revilest her and me : unwilling I 

Wedded her, and unwilling speak thereof. 

Nay, villain I shall ne'er be named for this. 

This marriage, nor for my sire's blood, which thou 

With bitter taunts aye castest in my teeth. 990 

Of all my questions answer me but one — 

If one drew nigh to slay, O just man, thee 

Here, now — wouldst thou ask if the would-be slayer 

Were thy sire, or wouldst thou avenge thee straight ? 

I trow, if thou lov'st life, thou wouldst requite 

The offender, wouldst not balance right and wrong ! 

Yet I too was in such misfortune trapped. 

Led by the Gods. Not even my father's spirit, 

I ween, could gainsay this, were it in life. 

But thou — not just art thou ! for thee all pleas, 1000 

Words meet to utter and unmeet, seem fair ! — 

In these men's presence thus revilest me. 

Thou think'st not shame to fawn on Theseus' name, 

On Athens, and her noble polity ; 

Yet amid all thy praise forgettest this. 
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That, mid all lands which reverence the Gods 
With honour due, she stands pre-eminent. 
Yet wouldst thou seize a grey-haired suppliant, me, 
And steal from her, hast snatched away my daughters ! 
Wherefore I now call on these Goddesses loio 

With supplications, and with prayers adjure 
To come, my champions and allies, that thou 
Mayst learn what manner of men are Athens' warders. 

t Chorus. 

A good man is the stranger ; but his fortunes 
Are ruin all, and worthy help, O King. 

Theseus. 

Enough of words : the ravished ones speed hence 
Afar ; and we, the wronged, here idly stand. 

Kreon. 
What then bidd'st thou a helpless man to do ? 

Theseus. 

Thither shalt thou be guide, thine escort I, 

That, if thou hast our maidens in this land 1020 

Hidden, thyself mayst point the place to me. 

If yet thy men flee with them, pains are needless ; 

For there be others chasing, whom they shall not 

Flee forth the land, and vaunt against her Gods. 

Nay, lead thou on. Know, snarer, thou art snared : 

Fortune hath trapped the hunter. Wealth by guile 

Gotten, and by injustice, fleets away. 

No friend shalt thou have on this quest. I know 

That not unhelped, unweaponed, hast thou reached 

The insolence of daring of this day. 1030 
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Some traitor is here, through trust in whom thou 

didst it. 
Into this treason must I search, nor make 
All this great city weaker than one man. 
Dost comprehend ? — or seem my words even now 
Idle as when thou wast contriving this ? 

Kreon. 
O yea, thy speech is perfect — thou being here ! 
In Thebes, I too shall know what fits to do. 

Theseus. 
Ay, threaten ; but pass on. Thou, Oedipus, 
Abide in peace here, well assured of this — 
Except I die first, never will I cease, 1040 

Till to thy keeping I restore thy daughters. 

Oedipus. 
Blessings upon thee for thy chivalry, 
Theseus, and for thy loyal zeal for me ! 

{Exit Theseus, with Kreon, guarded. 

Chorus. (Str. 1) 

Oh to be there where the foemen turn 

To bay even now, and the brazen clashing 
Rings out of the War-god's anger stern, 

As front upon front of battle is dashing ! 
'Tis perchance by the Pythian cliffs, or the torch- 

litten strand of the sea 
Where the Mighty Goddesses feed the souls of faith- 
ful mortals 1050 
With the Mysteries dread, and their ministers lay 
upon speech's portals 

Silence's golden key. 
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Even there, meseems, round the sister maidens 

Shall echo the war-shout's iron cadence, 

When the spoilers are stayed, ere they win from our 

land, 
By Theseus the battle-waker's hand. 

(Ant. \) 
Or haply by this to the pasture-meads 

West of the scaurs where the drifts long -lying 1060 
Whiten the ridges of Oea, on steeds 

Shall the prey and the spoiler be swiftly flying, 
Or on chariots rushing and racing — ha ! doomed yon 

ravishers are ! 
For mighty is Theseus' war-band, and mighty our 

land-abiders : 
For with flash and with glitter of bridles, with rein 
loose-tossing, our riders 

Follow all, follow fast, follow far. 
Those to Athena their homage render 1070 

When the Knights' Procession sweeps by in splendour. 
And to Rhea's beloved son bow these. 
To the Earth-encompasser, Lord of the Seas. 

(Sty. 2) 
Oh, even now are they battling, or tarries awhile the 

decision ? 
Ah, how my spirit is yearning, yea, lover-like dreams 

on the vision — 
Even to meet them again, o'er whom terrors have 

broken in flood. 
These so despitefuUy dealt with by men of the self- 
same blood ! 
Zeus bringeth the great consummation near ! 
Of conflict triumphant am I a seer ! 1080 
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Oh for the wings of a dove that have in them the 
storm-wind's might ! 

So would I soar into cloudland, and gaze from on 
high o'er the fight. 

(Ant. 2) 

Lo, unto thee do I cry, Overlord of the Dwellers in 
Heaven, 

All-seeing Zeus ! To my country's defenders by thee 
be it given 

Now of their emprise to grasp by victorious might the 
reward. 

Hear — and with thee be Athena, thy Daughter 
revered, in accord ! 1090 

And I yearn that for help of our land and her sons 
Twain should draw nigh of the Heavenly Ones, 

Hunter Apollo to wit, and his Sister, the Huntress- 
maid, 

Chaser of fleet-footed dappled deer through the green- 
wood glade. 

Thou shalt not, wanderer, name thy sentinel 
False prophet ! Lo, the maidens 1 behold 
Aye nearer hitherward escorted back. 

Oedipus. 
Where ? Where ? — what said'st thou ? what ? 

Enter Theseus with Antigone and Ismene. 

Antigone. 

O father, father ! 
Ah, would some God vouchsafe thee but to see iioo 
The noble man who hath brought us back to thee ! 
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Oedipus. 

child, are ye twain here ? 

Antigone. 

O yea, the hands 
Saved us of Theseus and his henchmen dear. 

Oedipus. 
Come to thy father, child : let me embrace 
The form I nowise hoped to clasp again. 

Antigone. 
Have thy desire : we yearn to grant the gift. 

Oedipus. 
Where, where are ye ? 

Antigone. 
We draw near, she and 1. 

Oedipus. 
Dear flowerets mine ! 

Antigone. 

To fathers all are dear ! 

Oedipus. 
Staff of mine age ! 

Antigone. 

Who sorrow in thy sorrow ! 

Oedipus. 

1 clasp my best-beloved ! I should not be, mo 
Now dying, all-wretched, so ye stand but by ! 
Press close to me, child, child, on either hand : 
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Cleave, hearts, unto your father's heart : refresh' 
The woeful wanderer, desolate heretofore ; 
And of the deeds done tell most briefly, since 
For maidens young as ye few words suffice. 

Antigone. 
Here stands our saviour : him shouldst thou hear, 

father. 
Whose was the deed : so shall my words be few. 

Oedipus. 
Marvel not at my passioning, O friend, 
With many words o'er these past hope regiven. 1120 
I know, I know, this joy o'er these dear ones 
Hath dawned on me by no man's act but thine ; 
For thou hast saved them — thou, none else of men ! 
May the Gods grant thee all that I desire — 
Thee and this land ! — for I have found with you 
Alone of all mankind the fear of God, 
And chivalry, and lips that cannot lie. 
From mine heart come these words of gratitude. 
From thee — none else, I have whate'er I have. 
Stretch forth to me thy right hand, King, that I 11 30 
May touch and, if it may be, kiss thine head. 
Yet what say I ? How shall a wretch like me 
Desire to touch a man in whom there dwells 
No stain of guilt ? I will not touch thee, I, 
No, nor let thee touch me. They which have sinned 
Like me alone can sympathize with me. 
There in thy place I greet thee. Care henceforth 
Loyally for me, as unto this day. 

1. Or (Jebb's interpretation) : — ' find rest 
From past forlorn and woeful wandering.' 
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Theseus. 
Though thou hast something multiplied thy words, 
For these thy children glad, I marvel not, 1140 

Nor that with them, not me, thou spakest first. 
Cause of offence herein have I found none. 
This is mine earnest aim, to make my life 
Noble by deeds done rather than by words. 
For proof — 1 have not failed of aught I sware. 
Ancient, to thee. Here am I, bringing these 
Alive, unscathed of evils threatened them. 
For the manner of the strife — why idly boast ? 
Thyself mayst learn in conference with these. 
But touching a rumour that but now hath reached 
me, II 50 

As hitherward I fared, give counsel. Slight 
Seems it to tell, yet worthy pondering. 
There's nought that man dare hold of none account. 

Oedipus. 
What is it, Aigeus' son ? Instruct thou me. 
As who know nought of all that thou hast heard. 

Theseus. 
A certain man, they tell me, of thy Thebes 
Not burgher, but thy kin, in suppliance 
Bowed at Poseidon's altar sits, whereat 
I sacrificed, ere hitherward I sped. 

Oedipus. [1160 

Of what land ? What seeks he, set suppliant there ? 

Theseus. 
Save this, I know nought, that of thee, they say. 
He asks brief speech that shall not burden thee. 
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Oedipus. 
What speech ? Of grave import that suppliance is ! 

Theseus. 
They say he seeketh speech with thee, no more, 
And asketh for safe conduct hence again. 

Oedipus. 
Who shall this be that thus in suppliance sits ? 

Theseus. 
Think, if there be in Argos one of kin 
To you, one who might crave this boon of thee. 

Oedipus. 
Friend ! — dear friend ! — hold, enough ! 

Theseus. 

What aileth thee ? 

O'EDIPUS. 

Ask me not this ! 

Theseus. 
Touching what matter ? Speak! 1170 

Oedipus. 
Hereby I know who is the suppliant. 

Theseus. 
Who, who is he, that I should disallow him ? 

Oedipus. 
Mine hatetul son, O King, from speech with whom 
Above all men with loathing must I shrink. 
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Theseus. 

Nay, what ? Canst thou not hear him, and refuse 
What thou wouldst not ? What hurt to thee to hear ! 

Oedipus. 

.Most hateful. King, to his father is his voice. 
Put not constraint on me to yield him this ! 

Theseus. 

But if his suppliance force thee, look to it — 

Thou must observe the reverence due to Gods. 1180 

Antigone. 

Father, heed me, though I be young for counsel. 

Suffer this man to obey his own heart's prompting, 

And to the God to grant what he is fain. 

For our sake yield to let our brother come. 

Fear not : by force he shall not wrest thy purpose. 

Demanding what shall not advantage thee. 

What hurt in hearkening words ? Whate'er good 

deeds 
The heart deviseth are by words revealed. 
Thou didst beget him : wherefore, though his wrong 
Done to thee were of all most impious, i igo 

'Twere sin in thee to render wrong for wrong. 
Nay, suffer him. Others have evil sons, 
Have stern wrath ; yet remonstrance of love's lips 
Charms with its spell the venom from their blood. 
Look not on present, but on ancient ills 
Which thou through sire and mother sufferedst. 
Thou, if thou mark them, shalt discern, I trow. 
That evil issue waits on evil wrath. 
For no slight warnings dost thou bear in thee 
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Bereaved thus of thine eyes that see no more. 1200 
Nay, yield ! Beseems not that who asks but justice 
Should importune, nor that thou taste of kindness, 
And know not to show kindness in thy turn. 

Oedipus. 
Child, with sweet suasion have ye wrung from me 
Bitter consent. Be it as seems you good. 
Yet if that man, O friend, must come to me, 
Let none have mastery over me again. 

Theseus. 
Once to hear this, not twice, sufficeth me. 
Ancient. I have no will to vaunt ; but know, 
Safe art thou, while the Gods yet keep me safe. 1210 

\_Exit. 
Chorus. (Str.) 

What man soever craves a longer space 
To live, because his life's one little race 

Contents him not, he cleaves to folly's side : 
I see the mask of folly on his face. 

For length of days shall bring thee no more gain 
Of joy, but plunge thee deeper into pain. 

Pleasure ? — thine eyes a vanished phantom seek, 
If thou beyond thy fitting term attain. 

Then, then draws nigh the last impartial friend, 1220 
When marriage hymns, nor dance, nor lyres attend 

The Doom of Hades dawning up thy sky, 
With Death for morning-star — and there an end. 

(Ant.) 
Never to have been born — ay, that were best ! 
But, once set forth upon life's hopeless quest 
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Of happiness, thy better part is this, 
That whence thou cam'st thou soon return — to rest. 

When folly-freighted youth too soon hath fled, 1230 
Wtat sorrow-heavy stroke shall miss thine head ? 

What miseries are not wedded to thy lot — 
Strife, envy, factions, battle slaughter-red ? 

Last scene of all — eld claims thee for its own. 
Old age contemned in impotence, alone 

On earth, unfriended, yea, and friendship-soured. 
Crouching, a woe of woes, by thine hearth-stone. 

(Bpode.) 
Thus far, like mine is this man's evil plight : 
But he, as some north-facing foreland height 1240 

Whereon through all the wintry tempest-time 
From this, from that side aye the great seas smite, 

Even so it is with him : against him dash 
Surges of ruin ; as in breaker-crash 

Down-toppling on his head, they throng, they 
throng, 
Scourging and scourging with their ceaseless lash. 

Some from the west roll in their crests of doom ; 
Some from the sunrise hollow-thundering boom ; 

Some from the heat of noontide ; some sweep in 
From the far Norland mountains' night of gloom. 

Antigone. 

Lo now, meseems, this stranger hither comes, 

He, and none other man, my father : stream 1250 

The tears as fountains welling from his eyes. 
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Oedipus. 
Who is this ? 

Antigone. 
He whom all this while we had 
In mind. Polyneikes hitherward is come. 

Enter Polyneikes. 

Polyneikes. 
Woe's me ! What shall I do ? Shall I first weep, 
Mine own ills, sisters, or the woes I see 
Of mine old father ? In an alien land 
I have found him with you twain an outcast here 
In such attire as this, whose loathly soilure 
Dwells on his old frame like a tenant old 
Marring his body : on his eyeless head 1260 

His locks unkempt stream wide upon the wind. 
And matched with these, meseems, the sustenance is 
He bears to allay his hunger's misery. 
These things — ah wretch accurst ! — too late I learn, 
And testify that by thy straits I am found 
Vilest of men — what need ye further witness ? 
Yet — ah yet — even by Zeus enthroned doth sit 
Mercy for all sins : therefore let her stand, 
Father, by thee. There is for past transgressions 
Healing : there is no adding to their sum. 1270 

Why art thou silent ? 

Speak, father ! Oh, turn not away from me ! 
Nought dost thou answer me ? Wilt send me shamed 
Hence wordless, saying not even why thou art wroth ? 
Oh offspring of my father, sisters mine, 
Essay at least ye to unlock those lips. 
The inaccessible gates that brook no parley. 
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That he may not thus send me hence with shame, — 
Me, the Gods' suppUant, — with no word of answer. 

Antigone. 

Tell, hapless one, in what need thou art come : 1280 
For words full oft, whether they bring delight. 
Or give to indignation or pity breath, 
Cause them that will not speak to find a voice. 

POLYNEIKES. 

Yea, I will speak : well dost thou counsel me. 

And first to be mine helper I invoke 

The God's self, from whose altar this land's king 

Upraised and brought me hither, giving me 

License of speech, reply, and safe return : 

And this same grace I fain would crave of you. 

Strangers, of these my sisters, and my sire. 1290 

My coming's purpose will I tell thee, father : 

I have been exiled from my fatherland 

Because I claimed, as elder born, to sit 

Upon thy throne of sole authority. 

Then Eteokles, younger though he were. 

Expelled me Thebes. Not worthier claim he proved. 

Nor hand-to-hand in combat met he me ; 

But stole the people's hearts. The chiefest cause 

Of this, I say, was thine Avenging Sprite : 

Yea, and from seers I heard the selfsame thing, 1 300 

For, when I had ta'en Adrastus' child to wife. 

Being come to Dorian Argos, I enrolled 

Under my banner whosoe'er are named 

Chief in the Apian land, and war-renowned, 

That I might lead the Host of Seven to Thebes 

With these, to perish in great Justice' cause, 
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Or cast the men that wronged me forth the land. 
Ay so : — and wherefore come I hither now ? 
To lift the suppliants' prayers, father, to thee, 
Even mine own and my war-helpers' prayers 1310 
Who now with squadrons seven, and champion-spears 
Seven, spread their leaguer round the plain of 

Thebes ;— 
Such are spear-shaker Amphiaraus, unmatched 
In prowess of the spear, and augury : 
And next him Oineus' son, Aetolia's lord 
Tydeus ; and third Eteoklus, Argjve born : 
The fourth Hippomedon, sent by his sire 
Talaus : the fifth goes vaunting to destroy 
The burg of Thebes with fire, even Kapaneus. 
Arcadian Parthenopseus leaps to battle 1320 

The sixth, so named as of a mother born 
Long virgin, Atalanta's loyal son. 
Last, I, who am thine — or, if not thine, but child 
Of baleful Destiny, yet named thy son — 
I lead the aweless Argive host to Thebes. 
And all these by thy daughters, by thy life. 
Father, petition thee, imploring thee 
To cease from thy fierce anger against me. 
Who am burning to avenge me on my brother 
Who thrust me forth, and robbed of fatherland. 1330 
For if there be in oracles any faith. 
With whom thou sidest, theirs the victory is. 
Oh, by our hallowed springs, our Gods ancestral, 
I pray thee, yield, relent ; for poor am I, 
And stranger in a strange land, even as thou ; 
And I must cringe to others, even as thou, 
For shelter — ay, thy lot and mine are one ! 
He, in a palace throned — oh misery ! — 



OEDIPUS A T KOL ONUS. 151 

In pomp of arrogance scoffs at me and thee ! 

But, if thou aid my purpose, in short time 1340 

With light toil will I scatter his power as dust. 

Then in thine own halls will I StabHsh thee, 

Myself with thee, and cast out him by force. 

This vaunt, if thou consent, may I make good : 

Without thee must I forfeit life itself. 

Chorus. 
For his sake who hath brought him, Oedipus, 
Answer this man as fits, and send him hence. 

Oedipus. 
My masters, were it not that this land's lord, 
Theseus, had sent him hither unto me, 
Claiming for him an answer from my lips, 1350 

Sound of my voice he never should have heard. 
Now shall he go, this grace vouchsafed, from hearing 
Words which shall rob his life of joy for ever ; — 
Ay, thou, O villain ! Thou hadst throne and sceptre. 
Even as now thy brother hath in Thebes ; 
And thou didst, thou, banish thy father, me, 
Didst make him homeless, clothe him in these rags 
Which now thou weep'st to see, when thou art 

brought 
Down to the selfsame suffering as I ! 
Nothing is here for tears ; I can endure, 1360 

Howe'er I live, remembering, murderer, thee ! 
For thou hast with this misery mated me ; 
Thou didst thrust out : through thee a vagrant, I 
Of strangers have to beg my daily bread ! 
Had I not gotten to tend me these my daughters, 
I were but dead, for all thine help of me ! 
Now these preserve me ; these my nurses are — 
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Men, not weak women, in strength of help are they. 

Ye — from some other sprang ye, not from me ! 

Therefore looks Doom on thee in no wise yet 1370 

As soon it shall look, if these squadrons march 

Against Thebes' fortress. Thou shalt never raze 

That city : blood-bedabbled shalt thou fall 

Ere then — thou and thy brother in like fate. 

These curses hurled I at you twain erstwhile, 

And now as mine allies I summon them, 

That ye may so count parents reverence-meet. 

And not make light of being sons so vile 

Of a blind sire. These daughters did not so. [1380 

Therefore the curse o'errides thy prayer, thy 'rights ' — 

If immemorial Justice sit enthroned 

By Zeus, ordained by the eternal laws. 

Hence, thou abhorred one ! Hence, renounced of me ! 

Of vile ones vilest, take with thee this curse 

I call down on thee — by thy spear to win 

Never thy birth-land, never to return 

To Argos' vale, but to be slain and slayer 

Of thine own brother, who hath banished thee. 

Thus curse I thee, and call on Hell's black night 

That fathers' malisons haunt, to take thee home! 1390 

I call on these Powers — I on Ares call 

Who cast this awful hate betwixt you twain ! 

Depart ! — thou hast heard. Go, and report to all. 

To Kadmus' sons, ay, and to thine own friends, 

Thy trusty war-allies, that Oedipus 

Awards these regal honours to his sons ! 

Chorus. 
Polyneikes, I may give thee little joy 
Of all thy journeying : now with speed return. 
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POLYNEIKES. 

Woe for the path that led me to disaster ! 

Woe for my war-allies ! Bound for what goal 1400 

From Argos set we forth, O wretched I ! — 

So dread, I cannot name it to my friends. 

Nor, by so doing, send them home again, 

But with lips sealed must go to meet my doom. 

O daughters of my sire, my sisters, since 

Ye hear the horror of my father's curse. 

Do not ye twain, in God's name, if fulfilled 

Be this my father's curse, and home-return 

Be given to you, do not dishonour me. 

But lay me in a tomb with burial rites. 141 o 

So shall your present praise, which ye have won 

From tendance of this man, be crowned with praise 

No less, for this your ministry to me. 

Antigone. 
Folyneikes, I beseech thee, obey my voice. 

POLYNEIKES. 

Most dear Antigone, what wouldst thou ? Speak. 

Antigone. 
Turn back thine host to Argos with all speed. 
Destroy not both thy city and thyself. 

Folyneikes. 
It cannot be. How yet again could I 
Captain yon host, who had shown me craven once ? 

Antigone. 
Nay, wherefore, dearest, rage again ? What profit 
Comes to thee if thou waste thy fatherland ? [1420 
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POLYNEIKES. 

Shameful is exile : shameful it is that I, 
The elder, by my brother thus am mocked. 

Antigone. 

Dost mark, then, how his prophecies are assured 
Fulfilment — his who bodes your mutual slaughter ? 

POLYNEIKES. 

That he desires, he bodes. Draw back I cannot. 

Antigone. 

Ah, woe is me ! And who that hears will dare 
Follow thy banner, since he hath boded thus ? 

POLYNEIKES. 

No ill tale will I bear them. Prudent chiefs 
Report not evil tidings, only good. 1430 

Antigone. 
Is it even so ? Art thou resolved on this ? 

Polyneikes. 

Yea, stay me not. This path my choice shall be, 
A path of evil doom and ruin sent 
By this my father and his Vengeance-fiends. 
Zeus bless you, if in death ye render me 
These dues ! — in life can ye serve never more ! 
Unclasp me now. Farewell ! Ye shall no more 
Look on me living. 

Antigone. 

Woe ! Alas for me ! 
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POLYNEIKES. 

Wail not for me. 

Antigone. 

Who would not moan for him, 
Brother, who rushes open-eyed on death ? 1440 

POLYNEIKES. 

I will die, if 1 must. 

Antigone. 
Nay, yield to me ! 

POLYNEIKES. 

Urge me not to my shame ! 

Antigone. 

Alas -for me, then, 
If I be robbed of thee ! 

Polyneikes. 

The issue lies 
With God, for life, for death. For you at least 
I pray Heaven that ye ne'er may light on ill ; 
For all may see ye merit not ill fortune. 

\_Exit. 

Chorus. (Str. i) 

Lo, what new evils proceeding from this blind guest 

we behold 
Fraught with disaster — unless 'tis a Fate foredoomed 

from of old 
Now rushing goalward ! I dare not declare that the 

Gods' decrees 1450 
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Ever are uttered in vain, for that Time evermore 
oversees 

Every fulfilment thereof: of men's fortunes, he 
dasheth down these. 

Those with the dawn of the morrow again he uplifteth 
on high. 

(Thunder,) 

Zeus our Protector! — what thunder-crash suddenly- 
pealed from the sky ! 

Oedipus. 

O children, children, that some bystander 
Would bring most noble Theseus hitherward ! 

Antigone. 
Father, with what intent wouldst summon him ? 

Oedipus. 

Yon wingfed thunder of Zeus full soon shall bear me 

Away to Hades ! Nay, but send with speed ! [1460 

(Thunder again.) 

Chorus. (Ant. i) 

Hark ! — O unspeakable crash of the bolt Zeus hath 

hurled in his might ! 
Even the hairs of mine head have upstarted for very 

affright. 
Bowed is my soul to the earth with dismay — (thunder 

and lightning) — Again ! how the levin 
Leapeth ! From verge unto uttermost verge all aflame 

is the heaven ! 
What, and O what consummation hereof to the birth 

shall be given ? 
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I am afraid ! Never vainly, nor void of dread issue 
thus 1470 

Rusheth it forth — (thunder) — oh welkin Titanic ! — 
Zeus, look upon us ! 

Oedipus. 

Daughters, 'tis come on me, the end of life 
By Gods foretold : avoidance there is none. 

Antigone. 

How know'st thou this ? whereby hast thou divined ? 

Oedipus. 

Full well I know. With all speed let one go 
And bring to me the ruler of the land. 
(Thunder.) 

Chorus. (Str. 2) 

Ah, yet again is the crash rolling round us ! — my soul 
doth it thrill ! 

Terrible Power, have mercy, have mercy, if this be 
thy will 

Now to bring down on our motherland some dark 
doom of ill ! 1480 

Gracious in this visitation be thou ; nor, because 
mine eye 

Looked on a mortal accurst, do thou make me par- 
taker thereby 

In the reward of his sin ! Lord Zeus, unto thee do 
I cry! 

Oedipus. 

Is he near, daughter ? Oh that he may come 
While yet I am alive and whole of wit ! 
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Antigone. 
What solemn trust wouldst thou plant in his soul ? 

Oedipus. 

His kindness shown me would I recompense [1490 
Even as I promised when my prayer was granted. 

Chorus. (Ant. 2) 

Hither, come hither, my son ! Yea, though now in a 

twilight of shade 
Thou at the altar of Sea-god Poseidon far down yon 

glade 
Render him sacrifice, come, though the rite for a little 

be stayed. 
Come, for the stranger accounteth thee worthy the 

righteous meed — 
Thee, and thy city withal, and thy friends — of the 

kindly deed 
Done him of thee. Hither hasten, O King, with thine 

uttermost speed ! 

Enter Theseus. 

Theseus. 

What blended clamour echoeth from you ? 1500 

Plain was your cry, but his rang clear through all. 
Was Zeus's levin cause, or burst of hail 
From rain-cloud rack ? All things may one forebode 
When God thus sounds the trumpet of the storm. 

Oedipus. 

King, sorely yearned for hast thou cxjme. A God 
Hath to thy faring hither given good speed. 
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Theskus. 
What new thing hath befallen, Lai'us' son ? 

Oedipus. 

My life's scale sinks. Of that I promised thee 
And Athens, I would fail not ere I die. 

Theseus. 
On what death-token rests thy confidence? 15 10 

Oedipus. 

Of this mine heralds are the Gods themselves. 
None of the signs appointed they belie. 

Theseus. 
What tokens, ancient, of these things are sent ? 

Oedipus. 

The thunders ever-pealing, and the bolts 
Forth flashing oft from that resistless hand. 

Theseus. 

I do believe. I have known thee prophesy 
Much, never falsely. Say what must I do. 

Oedipus. 

I will instruct thee, Aigeus' son, in that 

Whose blessing shall for Athens wax not old. 

To that place straightway will I lead the way, 1520 

Touched by no guide's hand, wherein I must die. 

And this to no man do thou ever tell — 

Neither the hidden spot, nor girdling ground. 
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Ever thy battle-fence shall this be, more 

Than many shields and neighbour-allies' spears. 

What things are sacred, even forbidden to name, 

Thyself shalt learn, when thither alone thou com'st. 

None of yon burghers this may hear from me, 

No, nor my daughters, though 1 love them well. 

Guard thou the secret aye ; and, when thou com'st 

Unto thy life's end, tell it to thine heir ; [1530 

And still to each successor be it told. 

So Athens shall be aye thine home unharried 

Of the Dragon's Seed. Ay, petty states by scores 

Yelp at the heels of empire nobly swayed. 

Strictly the Gods mark — though they tarry long — 

When men go mad, and spurn the fear of God. 

Never choose thou that path, O Aigeus' son. 

Thus teach I things already known to thee ! 

But to that place — for instant is the God — 1540 

Pass we straightway, nor longer loiter here. 

Daughters, tread ye this path : I am your guide 

Strangely henceforth, as to your sire were ye. 

Move onward ; touch me not, but suffer me 

Alone to find the hallowed grave, wherein 

My weird is to be hidden in this land. 

Hither pace, hither ! Hither usher me 

Guide Hermes and the Queen of Underworld. 

O Light — all dark ! — erewhile in some sort mine. 

My body for the last time bathes in thee. 1550 

For now I pass to hide my last of life 

With Hades. Kindliest, dearest, stranger-host, 

May thou, thy land, and these that wait on thee 

Be happy ; and, when I am dead, mid bliss 

Of fortune fair still, still remember me. 

Exeunt Oedipus, Daughters, and Theseus. 
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Chorus. (Str.) 

O, if my prayers may rise in invocation, 

Goddess Unseen, of thee, and thee, O King 
Of the Night-dwellers, hear my supplication, 1560 

Aidoneus, that with pain thou wilt not bring 
The stranger, nor with wail, to that all-shrouding 

Realm of the Dead, those Stygian mansions dim. 
Causeless came many a sorrow spirit-clouding 

Upon him : now the just Gods comfort him ! 

(Ant.) 

Hear, Queens of Darkness! — Monster Hound all- 

quelUng, [1570 

Who in that guest-thronged portal hast thy lair. 
Tameless Hell-warder, whose eternal belling 

Rings, say the seers, from caverns of despair ! — 
Grant, son of Earth and Tartarus, my petition 

That he may leave the stranger's pathway clear. 
As down he fareth to the Fields Elysian. 

Lord of the long sleep, to my prayer give ear ! 

Enter Messenger. 

Messenger. 
Burghers, most briefly is the truth declared 
In that I tell you Oedipus is dead. 1580 

But what things there were done, what mighty acts 
Befell — these may not in few words be told. 

Chorus. 
Ha ! is the sorrow-stricken dead ? 

Messenger. 

Be sure 
That he hath left this life for evermore. 
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Chorus. 
How passed he ? By God-given and painless end ? 

Messenger. 
Now must a wonder-worthy tale be told. 
How to that place he passed, thou who wast near 
Knowest, I ween, how no friend guided him, 
But to us all himself still showed the way. 
So when he had reached that Threshold's sheer 
descent 1590 

By brazen steps fast rooted in the earth, 
He stood on one of many branching paths, 
By that rock-basin where the covenants lie 
Of troth 'twixt Theseus and Peirithous, — ' 
Stood midway 'twixt that and the Thoric Rock, 
The hollow pear-tree, and the tomb of stone ; 
There sat, and his vile raiment loosed from him. 
Then to his daughters cried, ' Bring fountain- water 
For purifying and drink-offerings.' 
They went where lovely-grassed Demeter's hill 1600 
Rose full in view, and in brief space performed 
Their father's best, and bathed him, and arrayed 
In seemly raiment as the ritual bids. 
When he with all their service was content, 
And nought of alLhe.l^ade remained undone. 
Then thundered Hades ; and with shuddering 
The maidens heard, and at their father's knees 
Fell, and brake into weeping, nor forbore 
To smite their breasts, with shrieks far-echoing. 
He, when he heard that bitter cry, straightway 1610 
Folding them in his arms, spake — ' Daughters mine. 
No father from this day henceforth have ye. 
My life, my needs, are past : ye shall on me 
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Bestow that painful tendance nevermore. 

Daughters, 'twas hard, I know it : yet one word, 

One only, recompenses all your pains : — 

Love is your guerdon : none hath lavished on you 

His heart's love more than I, bereft of whom 

Ye shall live out your residue of life.' 

So lay they each on other's neck, and so 1620 

Wailed all and wept. But when they made an end 

Of moan, and rose no outcry any more. 

Then fell a hush. And suddenly a Voice 

Cried unto him, that terror-stiffened rose 

Straightway the hair of all who quaking heard. 

For the God called to him, and called again — 

' Ho thou ! thou Oedipus ! Why linger we 

To go hence ? All too long dost thou delay ! ' 

He, since he knew a God so summoned him. 

Bade Theseus the land's King draw nigh to him : 1630 

And when he came, he said, ' Give, O my friend, 

Thy right hand's solemn pledge to these my 

daughters, — 
And, daughters, ye to him, — and promise never 
Willingly to forsake them, to perform 
All that thy good heart holds for their advantage.' 
• He, like a noble hero, made no moan, 
But promised with an oath to do all this. 
When he had so done, straightway Oedipus, 
Laying his blind hands on his daughters, spake : 
' Daughters, with high-born strength of soul endure, 
And from this place depart, nor dare to look [1640 
On sights forbid, nor hear forefended voices. 
Haste ! Hence away ! Let him whose right it is, 
Theseus, remain, and learn what things are done.' 
Now all we heard him, thus far as he spake ; 
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Then with the maidens, sighing, weeping fast, 

Our company went thence. When we were gone, 

Some short while after turned we, and saw from far 

The man — nay, but no longer there was he, 

But the King only, who held before his brow 1650 

His hand to screen his eyes, as from a vision 

Of terror unendurable to see. 

Yet, in a short space after — nowise long — 

We saw him doing reverence to Earth, 

And unto Heaven, the Gods' home, in one prayer. 

But by what doom that stranger perished, none 

Can tell of mortal men, save Theseus only. 

For 'twas no fiery-pinioned levin-bolt 

Of Zeus, nor any whirlwind on the sea 

Stirred up, that caught him in that hour away. 1660 

Nay, 'twas some messenger of Gods ; or yawned 

Earth's Hades-floor for painless grace to him. 

For without groan, and by disease unracked 

The man passed, marvellous beyond all men. 

If any account my words but foolishness, 

I crave no faith from such as hold me fool. 

Chorus. 
Where be the maids and those escorting friends ? 

Messenger. 
Not far hence. Lo, clear-ringing voices wail 
In token that they hasten hitherward. 

Enter Antigone and Ismene. 

Antigone. (Str. 1) 

Ay me ! for us, alas, for us remains 1670 

To wail the all-calamitous. 
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The accursed blood that floweth in our veins — 

Our father's — woe for us ! 
For his sake all that weight of pain unending 

Have we endured through years forlorn : 
Now at the last a woe all thought transcending 

Have we seen — yea, have borne ! 

Chorus. 
And this — ^what ? 

Antigone. 
Nay, O friends, we can but guess. 

Chorus. 
He is gone ? 

Antigone. 
As thou might'st wish that he 
Should go : the Slayer not in battle-stress 1680 

Met him, nor on the sea. 
He on storm-wings of some mysterious doom 
To viewless fields was snatched away. 
Alas for us ! a night of deadly gloom 
Falls on our eyes this day ! 
For how, when on some alien soil our feet, 

Our homeless-wandering feet, shall tread. 
Or how, tossed o'er the sea-surge, shall we eat 
The orphan's bitter bread ? 

ISMENE. 

I know not ! O that from this misery 

Hades would snatch me unto where 1690 

My sire is ! A Ufe's burden waiteth me 
Heavier than I can bear ! 
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Chorus. 
Nay, noblest of all daughters, sisters twain, 

Endure the stroke of hands divine : 
Burn not with grief o'ermuch, nor dare arraign 
The doom the Gods assign. 

Antigone. (Ant. i) 

Ay, so regret will sigh for hardships past : 

Sweet may days all-unsweet appear — 
Days when mine arms enfolding held thee fast, 

Father, of all most dear ! 1700 

Thee, who for ever in the shadowy places 

Hast drawn night o'er thee for thy pal), 
Thee even there for aye our love embraces — 
My love, and hers withal. 

Ch. He hath reached An. His heart's desire ! 

Ch. How is this said ? 

Antigone. 
In the alien land he chose, he died : 
Eternal darkness curtains well his bed : 
Here grief, here tears abide. 
Yea, father mine, for thee lament mine eyes 

With many a tear, nor do I know 1710 

How it shall be dispelled, this cloud that lies 

On me, this cloud of woe. 
Alas for me ! thy wish indeed thou hast, 

Even to die in a strange land : 
But oh, to die thus ! — seeing thou hast passed 
Unhonoured by mine hand ! 

ISMENE. 

O hapless I ! What new life, thinkest thou, 
What helpless lot, what friendless fate, 
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For thee and me, who have no father now, 
Belov&d one, doth wait ? 

Chorus. 

Nay then, dear maidens, since his day of gloom 

Hath found an eventide of light, 1720 

Cease from this grief: there is no mortal whom 
Affliction spares to smite. 

(Str. 2) 
Ant. Dear sister, haste we back — Is. What thing 

to do? 
Ant. a longing holds me captive — Is. Whereunto? 
Ant. That earth- enshrouded home to see — 
Is. Of whom ? Ant. Our father, woe is me ! 
Is. But how were this not impious ? 
Art blind ? Ant. Ah, wherefore chide me 
thus? 1730 

Is. This too — Ant. What more wouldst 

say withal ? 
Is. Tombless he died, apart from all. 
Ant. Thitherward lead — then slay me there ! 

ISMENE. 

Woe's me ! O hapless ! Where, ah where. 
Friendless henceforth and succourless. 
Shall I live days of bitterness ? 

(Ant. 2) 
Cho. Nay, dear ones, fear not. 

Ant. Whither can I flee ? 
Cho. a refuge hath been found — 

Ant. What shall this be ? 
Cho. That mischief may befall you not. 1740 
Ant. I know ; yet — 
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Cho. What, then, is thy thought ? 
Ant. How unto Thebes we can return 
I know not — Cho. Nay, seek not to learn. 
Ant. Trouble besets — Cho. Even as before. 
Ant. 'Twas desperate then — now more, far 

more! 
Cho. In sooth is yours a sea of woe ! 

Antigone. 

Alas ! Zeus, whither shall we go ? 
What ghost of hope waits on that way 
Whereon Fate driveth us to-day ? 1750 

Enter Theseus. 

Theseus. 

Cease from lamenting, maidens : where the grace 
Of Hades' Lords to quick and dead alike 

Sealeth a boon inalienable, place 

Is none for grief: Heaven's wrath might haply 
strike. 

Antigone. 
O son of Aigeus, bowed in suppliant wise — 

Theseus. 
For what, my children, do ye make request ? 

Antigone. 

Fain are we to behold with our own eyes 
Our father's place of rest. 

Theseus. 
Nay, not with Heaven's sanction this were done. 
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Antigone. 
King, lord of Athens, what mean'st thou thereby ? 

Theseus. 
Children, your sire commanded me that none 1760 

Should to that spot draw nigh, 
Nor mortal voice should greet the hallowed tomb 

Wherein he lieth. Yea, he said withal 
That, while I held thereto, no troublous doom 

Upon my land should fall. 
So by the Gods was heard my plighted troth, 
And by Zeus' servant, the all-hearing Oath. 

Antigone. 
Nay then, if this be our dead father's will, 

This must suffice. Do thou but send us hence 
To ancient Thebes, if haply we may still 1770 

Our brethren's feud, lest its dark imminence 
Their hearts' blood spill. 

Theseus. 
This will I : yea, and whatsoe'er I may, 

Whereof the doing shall advantage you. 
And pleasure him who passed from us this day. 

This, fainting not nor faihng, must I do. 

Chorus. 
Forbear all grieving now ; and ye refrain 
From this time forth the lamentation-strain ; 
For firmly stablished aye do these decrees remain. 

{Exeunt Omnes. 
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ARGUMENT. 

When Oedipus was dead, his son Polyneikes led the 
host of the Argives, captained by seven chieftains, 
against Thebes. So Eteokles the king chose seven 
champions to meet those of the invader, and appointed 
himself to fight with his brother. Then Megareus, 
elder son of Kreon, gave his own %fe as a sacrifice, to 
fulfil the oracle which said that thus only might Thebes 
be saved. So when they closed in battle, the two sons 
of Oedipus slew each other, and of the Argives, 
Kapaneus was blasted by lightning even as he had 
scaled the city-wall, the earth was cleft asunder and 
swallowed up Amphiaraus, and all the other Argive 
chiefs were slain, save only the king of Argos, who 
fled with the remnant of his host. 

And herein is told how on the morrow Kreon, being 
left sole ruler, made a cruel proclamation, and of all 
the evil brought upon innocent lives, and upon himself, 
by his stubborn ruthlessness. 



DRAMATIS PERSONS. 

Kreon, king of Thebes. 

Antigone and Ismene, sisters of Polyneikes. 

Haimon, son of Kreon, betrothed to Antigone. 

Teiresias, a blind prophet. 

EuRYDiKE, wife of Kreon.' 

Watchman. 

Messengers. 

Servant. 

Chorus, consisting of Theban Elders. 

Guards, attendants, and the child who is guide to 

Teiresias. 
Scene : — In front of the royal palace at Thebes. 
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Enter Antigone and Ismene. 

Antigone. 

Ismene, sister mine, one soul with me. 

This know'st thou — all the Curse of Oedipus 

On us twain Zeus fulfilleth ere we die ? 

Yea, nought there is of anguish, nought of ruin, 

Of shame nought, or dishonour, but all these 

Have I seen bound up with thy life and mine. 

And now, what talk they through our thronging streets 

Of proclamation by the ruler made ? 

Know'st aught ? — hast heard ? — or dost thou heed it 

not 
When rusheth on our friends the doom of foes ? lo 

Ismene. 

To me no word, Antigone, of our friends 
Hath come, or sweet or bitter, since the hour 
That saw us twain of brethren twain bereaved, 
Who in one day by mutual slaughter died. 
And siace the Argive host in this past night 
Vanished from view, nothing beyond I know. 
Nor if I be more blest or more accurst. 
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Antigone. 

I knew it ; and for this cause drew thee forth 
The palace-gates, that thou alone might'st hear. 

ISMENE. 

What is 't that so for utterance fevers thee ? 20 

Antigone, 

How ? — hath not Kreon honoured of our brethren 

One with a tomb, one with denial shamed ? 

Eteokles, say men, Kreon, following 

Righteousness, use and wont, beneath the earth 

Hajth hidden, to be in honour midst the dead. 

But Polyneikes' corpse, wretched in death, 

By proclamation to the citizens 

He saith, let none entomb, let none bewail, 

But leave unwept, unburied, treasure-trove 

For birds that spy their banquet's revel-joy. 30 

Thus, say they, noble Kreon unto thee 

And me — ay, me, I say ! — hath given decree, 

And hither comes to publish plainly this 

To all which know not, neither counts such deed 

As nought ; but whoso doeth aught of this. 

Death — death by stoning, waiteth him in Thebes ! 

So stands the matter : soon shalt thou give proof 

If thou be noble or degenerate. 

Ismene. 

Yet, stricken heart, wherein, if this be so, 

Loosing or binding can I aught avail ? 40 

Antigone. 
See to it — wilt thou share the toil, the deed ? 
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ISMENE. 

What venture this ? Ah, what is thine intent ? 

Antigone. 
Say, wilt thou aid me to take up our dead ? 

ISMENE. 

Wouldst bury him ? — a thing to Thebes forbidden ! 

Antigone. 
My brother and thine ? Yea ! — though thou will it 

not. 
Traitress to him I never will be found. 

ISMENE. 

O desperate girl ! — when Kreon hath forbidden ? 

Antigone. 
No right hath he to hold me from mine own. 

ISMENE. 

Woe's me ! Bethink thee, sister, how our father 
Abhorred hath perished and in evil fame, 50 

Through his sin self-detected, who himself 
Stabbed both his eyes with his own murderous hand ; 
Then, too, his wife, his mother, — twain in one ! — 
With twinfed noose made havoc of her life : 
Thirdly, in one day have our brethren twain — 
Unhappy men ! — in mutual slaughter wrought 
Each one a kinsman's doom with brother-hands. 
Now, we twain, left alone, — O think, what end 
Most awful waits us, if, in law's despite, 
We transgress princes' iiat and their rule. 60 

Nay more, of this must we bethink us too — 
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Women are we : we cannot strive with men. 
Think, too, we are ruled by stronger than ourselves, 
And must submit to this, ay, worse than this. 
I then will-'asklhose in the underworld 
To pardon, since I am constrained hereto, 
And will obey authority. There lies 
No wisdom in exceeding duty's claim. 

Antigone, 

Not I will urge thee ! — should thou crave hereafter 
To help, unwelcome partner shalt thou be ! 70 

Be such as seems thee good : but him will I 
Entomb. To perish doing this were glory ! 
A holy crime shall mine be : then the loving 
Shall lie by her beloved. Through longer space 
My dead ones must I pleasure, than the living ; 
For there shall I lie ever. An thou wilt. 
What the Gods honour still dishonour thou. 

ISMENK. 

I do them no dishonour ; but I am 
Impotent to defy a nation's voice. 

Antigone. 

This be thy choice then. I will go to heap 80 

The grave-mound for my brother, my beloved. 

Ismene. 
Oh hapless ! Sorely do I fear for thee ! 

Antigone. 
Quake not for me ! Deliver thine own soul. 
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ISMENE. 

At least declare thou unto none this deed. 
In secret veil it : that withal will I. 

Antigone. 

O nay ! denounce me ! Hated shalt thou be 
Far more, if thou proclaim not this to all. 

IsMENE. 

hot heart in an emprise deadly-chill ! 

Antigone. 

1 know I please whom most I ought to pleasure. 

IsMENE. 

Ay, if thou couldst ! Thou crav'st the impossible. 90 

Antigone. 
Then, when my strength fails, will I hold mine hand. 

ISMENE. 

One should not seek the impossible at all. 

Antigone. 
If this thou say, by me shalt thou be loathed, 
And by the dead shalt justly be abhorred. 
Nay, leave me, and my folly, mine alone, 
To meet this dread doom. I shall meet no fate 
So vile as is a death of infamy. 

IsMENE. 

If thou art fixed, go. Mad thy mission is. 
Though to thy dear ones thou art lover true. 

[Exeunt. 
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Enter Chorus. 

Chorus. (Str. i) 

Glory of sundawn, no dayspring in years overpast 
hath unfolden loo 

Splendour to Thebes such as thine : at the last 
thine appearing hath shone 
Brightening the eyelids of morning with flush of a 
day all-golden, 
As over the flowings of Dirk6 thy footfalls of beauty 
have gone — 
Footfalls of triumph withal, for the host of the shields 
white-gleaming, 
Warriors that wended from Argos in panoplied 
squadrons of war — 
Lo, how thine arrows drave headlong the horse-manes 
stormily streaming ! 
Lo, how they strained in the race as their panic- 
struck lines fled afar ! 

That host, by reason of treacherous dealing i lo 
Of prince with prince, did the exile bring 

Down on our land — as the scream shrill-pealing 
Of an eagle, so did their war-shout ring. 
As the mailfed multitude onward pressed 
With surge upon surge of tossing crest ; 

High over us that war-eagle wheeling 

Overshadowed the land with his snow-white 
wing. 

(Ant. i) 
Over our dwellings he hung, and with jaws wide- 
gaping he waited, 
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While his spears blood-thirsting around our seven 
gates rolled their flood. 
Ha ! but he fled away thence ; he had vanished, or 
ever he sated 
The ravening jaws that had lusted to drink of our 
children's blood ! — 120 

Vanished, or ever the pine-devouring flame of the 
anger 
Of the Fire-god could leap o'er the ramparts of 
Thebd's crown of pride — 
Vanished ; and hard on the track of his flight strained 
fiercely the clangour 
Of the battle-wrath of the Dragon — an enemy hard 
to abide ! 

For unto Zeus are exceeding abhorrent 

The reckless vaunts of an arrogant tongue ; 

And he looked on our foes as their mighty torrent 
Came onward sweeping, and haughtily rung 
The pride of their battle-harness of gold. 130 
Yea, one on our rampart's crest laid hold : 

He was straining his throat to the paean, the warrant 
Of triumph — his levin on high Zeus swung : 

(Str. 1) 
Full in his face hath he dashed it, and down, down 
~ dizzily whirling 

Fell he, and crashed on the earth, who torch in 
hand so late, 
Maddening in frenzy of onset, against our city was 
hurling 
The blast of the furious breath of the pitiless storm 
of his hate. 
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Ha, but he nowise had looked for such issue, such 
doom as found him ! 
Yea, and to many a foeman beside was allotted a 
grave, 
For all share of the prey, by the terrible War-god, 
who flashed around him 
Havoc of thunderous smiting, a helper mighty to 
save ! 140 

For captains seven at our gate-towers seven, 

Champions against like champions arrayed, 
Their harness of brass for tribute have given 

Unto Zeus, who the tide of their onset stayed — 
Save twain, those dolorous-fated ones 
Of the self-same father and mother sons : 
With spears victorious have these both striven ; 
Both victors and vanquished, in death are they 
laid. 

(Ant. 2) 
Victory, she of the glorious name, from the heaven 
hath descended 
Flashing answer of smiles to the smile of Theb6 
the Chariot-queen. 
We that from war in the gates are delivered, whose 
anguish is ended. 
Let us ordain everlasting obhvion of ills that have 
been. i^o 

Now with the nightlong dance, and now with the 
triumph-chorus 
Seek we the feet of the Gods, let us throng each 
hallowed fane : 
Yea, and may Bacchus, our own land's scion, lead on 
before us, 
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Bacchus, whose feet in the wild dance shake our 
Thebfi's plain. 

Lo, there Menoiteus' son, the land's new lord, 

Kreon, made king when Heaven's great award 

Healed with new fortunes our adversity. 

What counsel laboureth in his thoughts' deep sea, 

That for communing he convokes this band 

Of elders of the war-delivered land, 160 

Sending to each and all his high command ? 

Enter Kreon. 

Kreon. 
Friends, God hath made our Thebes, late buffeted 
By his wild surge, ride even-keeled again. 
Now by my messengers I have summoned you 
Of all the folk, because I know that ye 
Aye held in reverence Laius' sovereignty ; 
And after, when by Oedipus Thebes was saved, 
And after he had perished, to their sons 
Still with unshaken loyalty ye clave. 
So now, since they by this twin fate have died 170 
Both in one day, each slayer and each slain 
With death-pollution as of suicide-hand, 
Lo, I possess the lordship and the throne 
By right of nearest kinship to the dead. 
Now no man's heart and spirit may be known 
Wholly, nor purpose, till he have been tried 
By touchstone of authority and law. 
For he who helms the whole great ship of state, 
And unto noble counsels cleaveth not. 
But turns the key of fear upon his tongue, 180 

Most vile I deem him, and have ever deemed. 
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And whoso sets his nearest or his dearest 

Above his country, him I hold as naught. 

I — Zeus be witness, who beholdeth all — 

Will not keep silence when I mark my folk 

With ruin threatened in deliverance' stead : 

Nor ever will I make my country's foe 

My friend, who thus discern, that she it is 

Which saves us. While she rideth even-keeled 

Beneath us, then alone we make true friends. 190 

By such laws will I magnify our Thebes. 

And, in accord hereto, I publish this 

To all the people, touching Oedipus' sons. 

That Eteokles, who for Thebes hath died 

Fighting, whose spear hath wrought heroic deeds, 

Be hidden in a tomb, and with all rites 

Be hallowed which attend the heroic dead. 

But for yon man, his brother Polyneikes, 

Who back from exile came, and would have burnt 

Wholly with fire his fathers' city and Gods 200 

Ancestral, lusted to have lapped the blood 

Of kindred, to have haled her folk to thraldom. 

This city is by proclamation warned 

That none shall give him burial, none lament : 

He must be left, a corpse for birds and hounds 

To batten on, a sight of outrage-shame. 

Such is my purpose : never by mine hand 

Shall sinners be exalted o'er the righteous : 

But, whoso unto Thebes is loyal, dead 

No less than living will I honour him. 210 

Chorus. 

This seems thee good, Kreon Menoikeus' son, 
Touching the city's foes and loyal friends ! — 
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O yea, thou mayst enact what ordinance 
Thou wilt for dead men and for us who live. 

Kreon. 
See then that ye be guardians of mine hest. 

Chorus. 
Ah, lay this burden upon younger men ! 

Kreon. 
Nay, watchers o'er the corpse even now are set. 

Chorus. 
What charge beside is this, then, thou wouldst give ? 

Kreon. 
Consent not unto who would disobey. 

Chorus. 
None is so mad that he is fain to die. 220 

Kreon. 
Ay, that the guerdon is : yet greed of gain, 
Egged on by hope, ofttimes hath ruined men. 

Enter Watchman. 

Watchman. 

O King, I dare not say that I have come 
Lifting with breathless speed a light-winged foot ; 
For many a wavering of spirit had I, 
Wheeling about to turn back in the way. 
Yea, oft communing with me spake mine heart — 
' Poor fool, why go to meet thy punishment ? 
Wretch, tarriest thou ?— if from another man 
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Kreon learn this, how canst thou choose but smart ? ' 

I pondering thus, my laggard speed was slow ; [230 

And so became my short wayfaring long. 

But my resolve to come to thee prevailed 

At last. Though naught my tale be, I will tell it, 

Clutching at this hope do I come to thee, 

That I shall suffer nought beyond my fate. 

Kreon. 
Now wherefore hast thou this faintheartedness ? 

Watchman. 

First will I speak for mine own self : — the deed 

I wrought not, saw not who the doer was ; 

Nor justly should I suffer punishment. 240 

Kreon. 

What heedful aim, what fencing of thyself 
All round ! 'Tis plain thou hast ill news to tell. 

Watchman. 
Yea, heavy tidings give the bearer pause. 

Kreon. 
Make end ! Speak out, man, and then get thee gone ! 

Watchman. 

So then, I' tell. That corpse — some one hath given 
Burial thereto, and fled, hath cast dry dust 
Upon the flesh, and paid the death-rites due. 

Kreon. 
What say'st thou ? Who of men hath dared the deed ? 
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Watchman. 

I know not ; for no stroke of any spade 
Was there, nor soil cast up by mattock. Hard 250 
And dry the ground was, all unscored by wheel 
Of wain. No trace the phantom doer left. 
But, when the first day-watchman showed to us 
The deed, with sinking hearts we marvelled all. 
That corpse from sight was hidden — not entombed. 
But strewn with light dust, as to avert the curse. 
No prints of wild beast nor of any hound 
That came and tare him, there were manifest. 
Then strife brake out of bitter clashing words : 
For guard charged guard therewith. It would have 

come 260 

To blows at last : was none to cry ' Hold ! ' there, 
For each man seemed the doer of the deed. 
Yet none convict ; all pleaded innocence. 
Ready were we to grasp the glowing iron. 
To pass through fire, to invoke the Gods by oath 
That neither had we done it, nor with any 
Shared guilty knowledge of device or deed. 
But when no profit of our searching came, 
One spake at last a thing that made all bow 
Earthward our heads with fear. Was none that 

knew 270 

How to gainsay it, neither how to do it 
And rue it not. His word was, that to thee 
We must report the deed, and nowise hide. 
This rede prevailed ; and me, unhappy me 
The lot condemned to win this goodly prize. 
Loth and unwelcome stand I here, I know. 
None loves the herald of an evil tale. 
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Chorus. 
King, all this while my soul hath whispered me 
This question — Is a God's hand seen herein ? 

Kreon. 

Peace, ere thy babble fill me full with wrath, 280 

Lest witless thou be found as well as old ! 

Thou speakest things intolerable, who say'st 

That Gods for yon dead man take any thought. 

They, for high honour to their benefactor. 

Entomb him, quotha ! — him who came to fire 

Their pillar-circled fanes and offerings, 

And to make havoc of their land and laws ! 

Hast ever marked Gods honouring wicked men ? 

It cannot be : nay, Theban rebels long 

Have murmured this against me, covertly 290 

Have tossed impatient heads ; nor loyally 

Bowed 'neath the yoke their necks, to brook my rule. 

By them these guards — O yea, I know it well ! — 

Have been with bribes suborned to do this thing. 

Nought current among men hath been devised 

Accurst as gold. By this are cities made 

Desolate ; men are banished from their homes. 

This teacheth, this perverteth good men's hearts 

To champion many a shameful enterprise. 

Yea, hath taught men to harbour villainy, 300 

And to know every deed of godlessness. 

Ha ! but they who for bribes brought this to pass 

Shall reap at last the vengeance they have sown ! 

Nay, if Zeus yet hath reverence of me. 

Know well — ay, under oath I tell thee this — 

Except ye find and set before mine eyes 

The man whose hand hath wrought this burial,. 
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Mere death ye shall not win, ere, hanging long 

Alive, ye have revealed rebellion's secret, 

That ye may know whence safely gain is gotten, 310 

Ere ye again clutch at it — leam that not 

In every pit may treasure-lovers dig : 

For thou through shameful gains shalt oftener see 

Men finding ruin than deliverance. 

Watchman. 
Wilt grant me speech, or must I so depart ? 

Kreon. 
Hast learnt not yet that thy words do but chafe me ? 

Watchman. 
So ? — are thine ears, or is thy spirit galled ? 

Kreon. 
How dar'st thou probe and pry into my wound ? 

Watchman. 
Thy soul that doer chafes, I but thine ears. 

Kreon. 
Out ! — what a babbling rogue in grain is here ! 320 

Watchman. 
As it may be — but this deed did not I. 

Kreon. 
That didst thou ! — yea, didst sell thy life for gold. 

Watchman, 
Alas ! tis ill when deemsters falsely deem ! 
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Kreon. 

Ay, prate of deeming thou ! — if ye find not 
The doers of this deed, ye shall proclaim 
That felon gains breed only misery. 



[Exit. 



Watchman. 

O yea, may he be found ! But, be he ta'en, 

Or be he not — for this with fortune rests, — 

Me shalt thou see not hither come again. 

Yea, now, delivered past all expectation 330 

And hope, I owe the Gods exceeding thanks. 

[Exit. 

Chorus. fStr. i) 

Many a wonder walks the earth, but wondrous ^ 

None is as Man : across the sea foam-white 
Driven by the storm-blast, plunging through the 
thund'rous 

Chasms of surge, he wings his aweless flight ; 
Layeth his grasp on Earth, supreme, undying 

Mother of Gods, and ever year by year 
To and fro pass his ploughs ; the steed's sons plying 

Ever her stubborn strength, outweary her. 340 

(Ant. i) 
Yea, and the airy-hearted birds he snareth, 

Trappeth the savage prowlers of the wold, 
Takes the brine-haunters whom the deep sea beareth 

In his net-meshes — Man the cunning-souled ; 
Quelleth the forest-couching, mountain-roaming 

Monsters by his devices masterful, 
Bridles the stormy-maned, indignant-foaming 350 

Horses, and yokes the tireless mountain-bull. 
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(Str. -2) 
Speech hath he taught himself, and thought swift 
flying 

Windlike, all instincts which the state maintain ; 
Shelter from frost he hath found, from cheerless lying 

Under the bleak sky, and from arrowy rain. 
Ever resourceful, found in nought resourceless, 

Dauntless he meets the future's mysteries : 36(1 
Helpless against Death only, the remorseless, v^' 

His cunning foileth desperate maladies. 

(Ant. 2) 
Crafty inventions, subtle past believing, 

Now unto evil bring him, now to good. 
When he hath honoured Law, by oath receiving 

Justice's yoke, proudly his state hath stood. 
He is an outcast, whose presumptuous daring 370 

Moves him to be with sin confederate bound : 
Never abiding by my hearth, nor sharing 

Thoughts of my soul, be such transgressor found ! 

Enter the Watchman, with Guards, leading Antigone 
in bonds. 

A portent from the Gods ! — perplexed am I 

Hereat ! — I know her — how shall I deny 

That this, this maiden, is Antigone ? 

Hapless one ! — hapless he who fathered thee. 

Even Oedipus ! What means this ? Can it be 380 

That thou hast set the King's behest at nought ? — 

Wast taken in folly ? — hither captive brought ? 

Watchman. 

This, this is she, the doer of that deed ! 

W^e took her burying ! — where is Kreon, where ? 
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Chorus. 
Lo, from yon halls to meet thy wish he comes. 

Enter Kreon. 

Kreon. 
How now ? With what hap chimes my coming forth ? 

Watchman. 
King, ne'er let man bar any path by oaths ; 
For second thoughts belie the purpose. I [390 

Had sworn that hither nought should drag me again, 
Who fled storm-buffeted before thy threats. 
Ah, but the joy that dawns beyond all hope 
Hath not its like in depth and height of bliss. 
I come, albeit barred by oath therefrom, 
Bringing this girl, who hath been found arraying 
His burial. Not for this the lot was cast : 
Nay, mine own prize is this, none other man's. 
Now, King, thyself take, as thou wilt, this maid : 
Thou question her and sift. For me, I claim 
Now to go free, escaped that perilous snare. 400 

Kreon. 
Thou bringest — her ! In what wise taken ? Where ? 

Watchman. 
Even she was burying him. Thou knowest all. 

Kreon. 

Know'st what thou say'st ? — dost wander in thy 
speech ? 

Watchman. 
Her saw I burying the corpse by thee 
Banned burial. Clear and plain are now my words ? 
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Kreon. 
How was she seen ? How taken in the fact ? 

Watchman, 

Thus was the matter : — when we reached the spot, 
With those thy dread threats heavy on our hearts, 
We swept off all the dust wherewith the corpse 
Was veiled, and wholly bared that clammy form ; 410 
Then on the ridge sat down to watch therefrom 
To windward of the thing's corruption-reek, 
Man goading man with taunts to wakefulness. 
That none might shirk his portion of the toil. 
So long this lasted till in heaven's mid-height 
Rested the splendour of the Sun-god's wheel. 
And his heat scorched. From earth a sudden whirl- 
wind 
A storm-blast raised, fierce spasm of tortured air. 
Smothered the plain, cuffed all its woodlanHtrSsseT; 
And the wide heaven was crammed and choked 
therewith. 420 

With eyes shut we endured the heaven-sent plague. 
After long space this died away ; and lo. 
We saw this maid ! She wailed far-piercing shrieks, 
As of the bitter-hearted bird that sees 
Empty her nest, her couch bereft of fledglings. 
So also she, when bare she saw the corpse. 
Wailed with strong crying : bitter malisons 
Invoked she upon them that wrought the deed. 
Straightway she brings the dry dust in her hands, 
Uplifts on high the fair-chased urn of brass, 430 

And crowns the corse with offerings thrice outpoured. 
We saw, we rushed, and straightway caught the prey ; 
Yet was she not in any wise dismayed : 
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And with the former crime and that new deed 

We charged her ; nothing she denied of all : 

Which thing was both my gladness and my grief. 

For to escape from scathe oneself is sweet, 

Most sweet : but to drag down one's friends to scathe 

Is bitter. Yet all such remorse to me 

Is nought, beside mine own deliverance. 440 

Kreon. 
Thou, thou who bendest to the earth thy brows, 
Dost thou confess this deed, or dost deny ? 

Antigone. 
I do confess it : I deny it not. 

Kreon. 
Man, take thee hence whither thou wilt soe'er. 
Acquitted of the charge of treason, free. 

\Exit Watchman. 
Thou, tell — with no long speech : thy words be few — 
Knew'st thou the edict that forbade this deed ? 

Antigone. 
I knew — how should I not ? — 'twas published wide. 

Kreon. 
Ha ! daredst thou transgress this ordinance ? 

Antigone. 
Yea ! — for not Zeus, I ween, proclaimed this thing ; 
Nor Justice, co-mate with the Nether Gods, [450 
Not she ordained men such unnatural laws ! 
Nor deemed I that thine edict had such force. 
That thou, who art but mortal, couldst o'erride 
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The unwritten and unswerving laws of Heaven. 

Not of to-day and yesterday they are, 

But everlasting : none can date their birth. 

Was I to fear the wrath of any man, 

And brave Gods' vengeance for defying these ? 

I knew that I must die — how should I not ? — 460 

Though thou hadst ne'er proclaimed this. If 1 die 

Before mine hour, I count it for my gain. 

For whoso lives, as I, beset with sorrows 

Manifold, how should death but be his gain ? 

Even so for me to light upon this doom 

Is no grief. But had I endured that he. 

My mother's son, should lie a tombless corpse. 

That were mine anguish : not for this I grieve. 

But if to thee my words mere folly seem, 

I am haply charged with folly by the fool. 470 

Chorus. 

The fierce blood of the father in the child 
Shows. 'Neath the rod she will not learn to bow. 

Kreon. 

Ha ! know thou that these over-stubborn wills 
Most surely break down. Ay, the stiffest steel, 
Tempered to adamant hardness in the fire, 
Snapt short and shivered oftenest shalt thou see. 
I have known fiery-mettled steeds subdued 
With a small curb. Tush, overweening pride 
Is not for him who is but his neighbour's thrall. 
And she — well schooled was she in insolence 480 
When she transgressed the statute we ordained. 
That did she, and lo, this new insolence. 
To vaunt thereof and make a mock at sin ! 
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Nay, sooth, no man am I, the man is she, 

If this be her triumph, if it cost her nought ! 

Be she my sister's child, be she more near 

Than all beside whom Zeus our Hearth -ward shields. 

She and her sister shall not 'scape a doom 

Most fearful — yea, I charge that other too 

With being co-plotter of this burial. 490 

Summon ye her : I saw her in yon hall 

Frenzied but now, and all distraught of soul. 

Ay, guilty minds oft, ere their crimes be wrought. 

Betray their crooked deeds in darkness planned. 

But most I loathe the wretch who, trapped in trespass 

Redhanded, fain would brazen out his sin. 

Antigone. 

Now thou hast caught me, wouldst thou more than 
slay ? 

Kreon. 
No whit more I. All have I, having this. 

Antigone. 
Why then delay ? — seeing that of thy words 
Nought pleaseth me — God grant it ne'er may please ! — 
And to thee likewise odious are mine. [500 

Yet whence could I have gotten me renown 
More glorious than from laying in the tomb 
My brother ? This of all that stand hereby 
Should be approved, did fear not chain their tongues. 
All-fortunate is royalty, most in this. 
That it may say and do whate'er it will. 

Kreon. 
Thou only of Kadmeians seest thus. 
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Antigone. 
These also see ; but thy fear curbs their tongue. 

Kreon. 
Art not ashamed to oppose this people's will ? 510 

Antigone. 
No ! Shame is none in honouring kindred blood. 

Kreon. 
Was he no kin, who fighting with him fell ? 

Antigone. 
Kin, of one father and one mother sprung. 

Kreon. 
Dar'st thou defend a grace which wrongeth him ? 

Antigone. 
This shall the dead one's witness not confirm. 

Kreon. 
Yea, if thou esteem him even as yon felon. 

Antigone. 
Not, not his slave hath perished, but his brother. 

Kreon. 
This came to waste Thebes, that her champion stood. 

Antigone. 
Yet Hades craveth equal laws for all. 

Kreon. 
Nay, good and evil have not equal claim. 520 
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Antigone. 
Who knows but this hath sanction therebelow ? 

Kreon. 
A foe is not a friend, though he have died. 

Antigone. 
I am made for league of love, and not of hate. ' 

Kreon. 
To Hades pass, then. Love, if love thou must, 
The dead ! No woman ruleth while I hve. 

Chorus. 
Lo, forth of the gates Ismene is coming. 

With the tears of her sister-love down-flowing ; 
And sorrow's cloud on her brows, overglooming 

Her face where the blood looks out red-glowing, 
Distaineth her cheek fair-blooming. 530 

Enter Guards with Ismene. 

Kreon. 
Thou, viper that hast crept into mine home 
To privily drain my blood ! — and I knew not 
I nursed two fiends, subverters of my throne ! — 
Tell me, hadst thou too in yon burial 
A part, or wilt thou swear thou knewest nought ? 

Ismene. 
I did the deed — if she say yea to this : 
I share and bear the burden of the blame. 

Antigone. 
Nay, justice shall not suffer this in thee. 
Thou wouldst not : I for partner took thee not. 
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ISMENE. 

Nay, but in thine ills I am not ashamed 540 

To voyage in affliction's bark with thee. 

Antigone. 
Whose was the deed know Hades and the dead. 
I love not love that loveth but in words. I 

IsMENE. 

Ah, shame me not, my sister, nor reject 

From dying with thee, and honouring our dead ! 

Antigone. 
Have no part thou in my death ! Claim not that 
Thou touchedst not. Suffice it that I die. 

Ismene. 
What life to me were dear, forlorn of thee ? 

Antigone. 
Ask Kreon. He to thee is near and dear. 

Ismene. 
Why stab me thus ? It cannot profit thee. 550 

Antigone. 
Anguished my laughter is that mocketh thee. 

Ismene. 
Ah, tell how I may help thee even now ! 

Antigone. 
Thou ? — save thyself. I grudge thee not escape. 

Ismene. 
Woe's me ! May I not even share thy doom ? 
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Antigone. 
No! Thou hast chosen to live, and I to die. 

ISMENE. 

Not without protest uttered first of me. 

Antigone. 
The hving held thee wise, but me the dead. 

ISMENE. 

Yet mine offence — of love — is great as thine. 

Antigone. 

Fear not : thou livest ; but mine heart hath died 
Long since, that I should serve the dead, my dead. 

Kreon. [560 

These damsels twaiur-this hath gone mad but now, 
Say I ; that other from her birth was crazed. 

Ismene. 

Now nay, O King : no heart that ever beat 
Steadfast abides mid ills, but is distraught. 

Kreon. 
As thine was, when the ill-doers' path thou chosest. 

Ismene. 
Yea ; for without her what is life to me ? 

Kreon. 
Her ? Say not that word ; for she is no more. 

Ismene. 
How ? Wilt thou slay thine own son's plighted bride ? 



ANTIGONE. 201 

Kreon. 
Tush ? — tilthlands wait of other womenfolk. 

ISMENE. 

Not by such love-pledge knit as she to him. 570 

Kreon. 
Out ! Wicked brides for my sons I abhor ! 

Antigone. 
Dear Haimon, how thy father shameth thee ! 

Kreon. 
A mere offence art thou and thy troth-plight. 

Chorus. 
What, wilt thou of this maiden rob thy son ? 

Kreon. 
Hades it is who shall this bridal bar. 

Chorus. 
It is, meseems, determined that she die. 

Kreon. 
Ay, both for thee and me. Linger no more ! 
Lead them in, thralls. These must from this time 

forth 
Be women, suffered not to range at will. 
Ha, even the bold recoil, when hard at hand 580 

They see the end of life, see Hades' gate. 

Exeunt Guards, with Antigone and Istnene. 

Chorus. (Str. 1) 

Happy are they whose life of calamity never hath 
tasted ! 
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Ay, for when once a house by the stroke of the 
Gods hath been shaken, 

Then shall its hearth and its roof by the curse be 
never forsaken : 
Onward the doom is passed from life unto life woe- 
wasted ; 

Like as when forward driven by the fierce-blowing 
blasts from the Norland 
Raceth the white surf over the face of the sea 

dark-glooming 
Rolling up sand from the sea-floor, and roareth 
with sullen booming 590 

Fronting the buffeting surge each storm-tormented 
foreland. 

(Ant. \) 
Sorrows from far-off days on the living Labdakids 
ever 
Falling as snow-flakes, are heaped on the woes of 

each past generation : 
Sorrows endured by the dead earn not for the living 
cessation 
From anguish : a God ever smiteth them down ; 
there is none to deliver ! 

Hope for the House, like a light breaking forth from 
the womb of the morning. 
Streamed o'er the last of its roots : it hath perished 
in night yet deeper. 600 

Dust o'er the dead strewn gave the scythe to the 
hands of the Reaper — 
That, and folly of speech, and the frenzy that heeds 
no warning. 



ANTIGONE. 203 

(Str. 2) 
Zeus, what proud deeds that man hath wrought thy 

power can override ? — 
That power which Sleep o'ermastereth not, who 

snareth all beside. 
Nor Heaven's months that tireless race : aged never 

by their flight 
Thou dwellest mid the glory-space, Olympus' 

splendour-light. 610 

Through all the future's boundless range, 
As through the past, this shall not change. 
This law of thine eternal years — that nought for man 

too great 
Shall, without bringing down a curse, exalt our 

mortal state. 

(Ant. 2) 
Hope — 'tis a bird whose wandering wings to some 

bring strength and trust ; 
False lures to many a man it brings of hollow-hearted 

lust ; 
He sees not Doom, the Gods' sleuth-hound that follows 

ever nigher, 
Till crumbles 'neath his feet the ground into a gulf of 

fire. 620 

The ancient sage in wisdom spake, 
' Evil for good that man will take 
Whose soul the mocking Gods beguile to tread in 

ruin's way : 
Safe fares he for a Uttle while — then the net traps the 

prey.' 

Lo, Haimon, of thy sons the last 
And youngest-born ! 
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Doth he draw near with grief aghast 

That she is torn 
From him, from life, his plighted bride 

Antigone ? 
Bitter of soul for hopes belied 

Now Cometh he ? 630 

Enter Haimon. 

Kreon. 
Better than seers can tell we soon shall know. 
Son, sure thou com'st not wroth against thy sire, 
Hearing the sentence on thy promised bride ? 
Or am I dear to thee, whate'er I do ? 

Haimon. 
Thine am I, father : and thy wise resolves 
Guide me aright, and I will follow them. 
For me no bridal justly shall be held 
More worth the winning than thy righteous guidance. 

Kreon. 
Yea, such in heart, my son, thou shouldest be. 
Submitting thee in all things to thy sire. 640 

To this end do men pray that they may have 
Sons duteous-souled begotten in their halls. 
To render evil for evil unto foes. 
And, honour, as he doth, their father's friend. 
But who begetteth sons unprofitable. 
What canst thou say such man hath fathered, save 
Pain for himself, for them that hate him laughter ? 
Oh never then, my son, at pleasure's lure 
Cast wisdom out for a girl's sake, knowing this, 
That 'tis to embrace the chill of death to clasp 650 
For wife a wicked couchmate in thine halls. 
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Than a false friend what plague-spot can be worse ? 

Nay, spue her forth, and cast out, as a foe. 

This girl, to wed in Hades — boots not whom ! 

For, seeing I have ta'en her in the fact 

Defying this whole nation — she alone ! — 

False unto Thebes I will not be ; I will 

Slay her ! So let her hymn the Lord of Kinship 

Zeus ! If I warm rebellion by mine hearth. 

The more do I make strangers mutinous. 660 

For whoso ruleth justly his own house 

Shall also in the state deal righteously. 

But whoso doth trai^gress, and wrest the laws. 

Or thinks to browbeat them that rule the state. 

Never shall such an one win praise of me. 

But whom the state appoints must we obey 

In small and great things, just things — ay, unjust ! 

Who thus obeys, I fear not to maintain, 

Hath learnt to rule and to submit to rule. 

And in the storm of spears to hold the post 670 

Appointed him, a comrade loyal and staunch. 

But greater curse is none than scorn of rule. 

Towns this destroyeth, this subverteth homes 

In ruin : this aids battling spears to shatter 

Ranks on a stricken field : such as abide 

Unbroken, only obedience saves their lives. 

So championed must the friends of order be. 

And to a woman never must we yield. 

Better be by a man dethroned, if this 

Must be, so we be called not woman-cowed ! 680 



Chorus. 



We, if time have not stol'n away our wit, 
Deem that thou wisely pleadest this thy cause. 
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Haimon. 
Father, the Gods implant in man sound wit, 
Noblest of all possessions under heaven. 
I cannot say — O never may I learn 
The words ! — that this thou sayest is not right ; 
Yet might another man not err herein. 
Now 'tis my natural place to watch whate'er 
Men say, or do, or censure, touching thee ; 
For thy glance awes the citizen from speech 690 

Such as thou shalt not hearken well-content. 
'Tis my part, as one darkness-screened, to hear 
All moans of Thebes' compassion for yon maid. 
' She of all women merits least,' they cry, 
' For deeds most glorious foully thus to die, — 
Who would not, when her brother slaughtered lay, 
Suffer him to be tombless, nor devoured 
By ravening dogs nor any carrion fowl. 
Is she not worthy golden honour's meed ? ' 
So runs the darkling rumour of bated breath. 700 
No treasure in mine eyes is more of worth 
Than is thy welfare, thine, O father mine. 
Wherein can sons more triumph than in glory 
Of sires, and sires in fair renown of sons ? 
Ah, bear not in thy breast one rooted thought, 
That what thou say'st is right, and nought beside. 
For whoso deems that he alone is wise, 
Or that his tongue or spirit hath no peer — 
Such, when laid bare, are found but emptiness. 
How wise soe'er a man be, shame is none 710 

Ever to learn, nor be too stubborn-souled. 
Thou see'st by storm-swol'n torrents many a tree 
Which, yielding, saves his utmost tender sprays : 
But root and branch they perish which resist. 
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So, if one strain a vessel's mainsheet taut. 

Slackening no whit, he overturns his bark, 

And thenceforth voyages keel uppermost. 

Refrain from wrath, and grant repentance room. 

For, if a word of counsel from my youth 

Befits, I say that chief of men is he 720 

Who is fulfilled with knowledge in all things. 

If not — for oft the scale inclines not so — 

'Tis good to learn of those who counsel well. 

Chorus. 
King, if he speaks in season, learn of him ; 
And of thy sire thou : both have spoken well. 

Kreon. 
How, is mine age to be in wisdom schooled 
By the raw youth of such an one as this ? 

Haimon. 
In nought that is not just. Though 1 be young. 
At years shouldst thou look not so much as deeds. 

Kreon. 
Deeds, quotha ! — to show rebels reverence ! 730 

Haimon. 
Never will I say, ' Reverence evil men ! ' 

Kreon. 
How ? Is not she plague-stricken with this folly ? 

Haimon. 
Not so saith all the folk of this our Thebes. 

Kreon. 
Ha ! shall the city school me in my duty ? 
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Haimon. 
Is this not like the speech of some raw boy ? 

Kreon. 
How ? — rule by others' judgment, not mine own ? 

Haimon. 
The chattel of one man — no state is that ! 

Kreon. 
Is not a state accounted his who rules ? 

Haimon. 
Fitly wert thou sole ruler of a desert ! 

Kreon. 
The woman's champion is this boy, meseems. 740 

Haimon. 
If thou a woman be. For thee 1 care. 

Kreon. 
O knave of knaves, to wrangle with thy sire ! 

Haimon. 
Yea, for I see thee err — unjustly err. 

Kreon. 
How ? — I, TOO magnify mine office, err ? 

Haimon, 
Spurning Gods' dues thou magnifiest it not. 

Kreon. 
O grovelling spirit, subject to a woman ! 
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Haimon. 
Ne'er shalt thou find me subject to base deeds ! 

Krkon. 
For her in any wise is all thy plea — 

Haimon. 
And for thee, me, and for the Nether Gods. 

Kreon. 
Ne'er shalt thou wed her — not a living bride ! 750 

Haimon. 
Then shall she die — and not alone shall die ! 

Kreon. 
Ha ! mounts thine insolence to the height of threats ? 

Haimon. 
What threat, in warning counsels void of wisdom ? 

Kreon. 
Fool, void of wit, wouldst school my wit ? — shalt rue ! 

Haimon. 
Witless I'd call thee, wert thou not my father. 

Kreon. ^^^ 

Thou girl's slave, mock not me with mock-res^Wt ! 

Haimon. 
Wouldst have the talk all thine, nor hear reply ? 

Kreon. 
Is it even so ? — by yonder heaven, be sure 
Thou to thy cost shalt gall me with abuse. 

p 
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Bring forth the accursfed, that before his eyes 760 
Straight in her bridegroom's presence she may die ! 

Haimon. 
Nay, not in my sight ! Never dream thou this ! 
Nor near me shall she die ! Nowhere on earth 
Thou with thine eyes again shalt see my face ! 
So with such friends as brook it play the madman. 

\_Exit. 

Chorus. 
The man, O King, in wrath hath rushed away. 
Young hearts like his in pain wax desperate. 

Kreon. 
Let his pride, more than human, work its will : 
These damsels twain shall he pluck not from doom. 

Chorus. 
How ? Dost thou purpose to put both to death ? 770 

Kreon. 
Not her who touched the corpse not. Thou say'st 
well. 

Chorus. 
And by what doom dost purpose to slay her ? 

Kreon. 
I'll lead her by a track of men untrod. 
And living hide her in a rocky cell, 
With food so much as serves for expiation. 
That Thebes may wholly escape pollution so. 
There crying on Hades, whom she reverences 
Alone, she shall from death be haply saved ; 
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Or there at least shall prove that reverence 

For things in Hades is but labour lost. 780 

\Exit. 

Chorus. (Str.) 

Love, none may withstand when thou workest, 

O resistless in fight ! 
Wealth, power, to thy thraldom thou bendest 
When stormlike thereon thou descendest ; 
In a maiden's soft dimple thou lurkest 

Ambushed through night. 
Over surges of sea thou ridest ; 
'Neath the huts of the wilderness hidest ; 
Not the Gods everliving may shun thee ; 
Not the sons of a day may outrun thee ; 
And from him in whose heart thou abidest 

Reason takes flight. 790 

(Ant.) 
The minds of the just art thou turning 

Evermore aside 
Unto wrong for their own undoing. 
Yea, stirred by thy subtle wooing 
This strife between kinsmen is burning. 

In the eyes of the bride 
Is the glamour of love outflowing, 
Is thy light victorious glowing. 
Yea, thou in thy sway supernal 
Art throned by the Laws Eternal ; 
Aphrodite makes sport of them, showing 

Might none may abide. 800 

Ah, now I too am driven with curbless rein 
Beyond the limit those same laws ordain, 
When I behold these things befall. 
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The fountain of my tears can I restrain 
No longer, when I see Antigone 

Draw nigh the bridal bower where all 
Sleep everlastingly. 

Enter Guards leading Antigone. 

Antigone. (Str. i) 

O people of my country, look on me 

Thus treading the last way, 
Who lift mine eyes unto the sun, and see 
His latest ray. 

The light that I shall look on nevermore ; 

But Hades, who doth give 8io 

Sleep unto all, leads me to Acheron's shore 
While yet I live. 

Nor part nor lot in hymns of marriage-tide 

Is mine : no songs lead on 
My feet where love calls : I shall be the bride 
Of Acheron. 

Chorus. 

Far-famous therefore, and glory-crowned 

Shalt thou pass to the place of the dead deep- 
hidden : 
No wasting disease hath dealt this blow, 
Nor the bitter wage of the sword hast thou found ; 820 
But alive, as none other of mortals, unbidden 
By dooming of law save thine own, dost thou go 
Hadesward-bound. 
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Antigone. (Ant. i 

Nay, I have heard what fate most dolorous 

Befell our Phrygian guest. 
That Queen of Thebes, daughter of Tantalus, 
On Sipylus' crest : 

For stone, as clinging ivy-tendrils strain, 

Grew o'er her, in a cell 
Crushing her living ! Never fails the rain, 
As legends tell. 

From that still- wasting form, nor snow : for aye 830 

Down on her bosom weep 
Her eyes : — a doom like hers leads me away 
To my long sleep. 

Chorus. 

She !— she was a Goddess, of birth divine ; 

Mortal and born of mortals be we. 
That the doom of a peer of the Gods should be thine 

In thy death — high glory were this for thee ! 

Antigone. (Str. 1.) 

Glory in such death !— this is mockery ! 

By our fathers' Gods, forbear ! 
Taunt me, if taunt ye must, when dead I lie : 840 
The living spare ! 

My city ! sons of her whose wealth o'erflows — 

Waters of Dirkfe's Spring — 
O ThebS, Chariot-queen, whose hallowed ctose 
Thy towers enring ! — 
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Witnesses are ye how no friends lament 

Me, whom a tyrannous doom, 
Named Law, sends to the dungeon-cell rock-pent 
Of my strange tomb ! 

Alas for me ! For me is no place left 850 

With those on earth who tread, 
Nor may I sojourn with the life-bereft, 
Who am not dead ! 

Chorus. 
Rushing in utter-reckless daring thou 

Hast dashed thy foot against high Justice' throne, 
Hast fall'n — a fearful fall ! Child, haply now 

Thou for thy father's trespass dost atone. 

Antigone. (Ant. 2) 

There wakes my sorest grief again ! My wail 

For a father I renew, 
And for the Line of Labdakus' bitter bale, 860 

Which is mine too. 

Woe for the bed accurst ! — the spousal-tide 

Whereon that wretched one. 
My mother, couched her at my father's side. 
Who was her son ! 

Ah me, the pity of their lot who bare 

Me of the stricken heart ! 
To them, accurst, unwed, their home to share, 
Thus I depart ! 

Alas, O brother mine, who in thy bride 

Didst wed with ill-starred strife ! 870 

Thou, by this deed whereby thyself hast died, 
Hast reft my life. 
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Chorus. 
The claim of kin — to reverence this is just : 

Yet may defiance of authority 
Not be passed over of him who holds in trust 

Its power. Thine own self-will hath ruined thee. 

Antigone. 
All unbewept am I : no man befriends me ! 
The path waits — there no bridal-chant attends me, 
As I am haled forth — oh unhappy-souled ! 
No longer — woe is me ! — may I behold 
Yon lamp of life, the Sun-god's sacred eye ! 880 

None for my fate weeps : not a friend is nigh 
To heave one sigh ! 

Enter Kreon. 

Kreon. 
Know ye, from dirge and wail, to stave off death. 
Never would one cease, might he still chant on. 
Hence lead her with all speed, and fold her round. 
As I bade, with that cavern-sepulchre. 
There lone and desolate leave her, to make choice 
Of dying, or living in such bower entombed. 
Touching this maiden clear of guilt are we ; 
And home on earth shall she have nevermore. 890 

Antigone. 
O tomb, O bride-bower, habitation hewn 
Deep, everlasting dungeon, whither I 
Pass to mine own, whereof Persephone 
Hath welcomed home the more part midst her dead. 
Of whom the latest I, by fate most foul 
Of all, pass down, ere life's due course be run ! 
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Yet do I go in sure and certain hope 

Of welcome from my sire, welcome from thee,, 

Mother, from thee dear welcome, brother mine ! 

For when ye died mine own hands washed your clay ; 

For burial I adorned you, and I poured [900 

Your grave-libations. Now, Polyneikes, I 

Thy corpse have tended — and my meed is this ! 

[Yet all true hearts that service will commend •?• 

For, had I been the mother of sons slain. 

Or if my spouse lay dead, corruption's prey, 

In Thebes' defiance I had not chosen this task. 

Of reverence for what law do I say this ? — 

Mine husband dead, I might have had a second. 

And, in a lost child's place, another child : 910 

But, sire and mother both in Hades hid. 

None lives of whom a brother now might spring. 

Yet I, who by this law have honoured thee 

Most chiefly, am by Kreon judged to have sinned 

With treasonous presumption, brother mine ! 

Ay, now by menial hands he hales me thus. 

Who, loveless, spouseless, must forego all hope 

Of wedded joys or children at my knee. 

But thus of friends forlorn, the evil-starred, 

Living I pass to caverns of the dead.] 920 

And yet what law of Heaven have I transgressed ? 

Why should I look — woe's me ! — henceforth to Gods ? 

Unto what champion shall I cry ? — for lo, 

I, who feared God, receive the wage of sin ! 

Therefore, if in the Gods' eyes this be right, 

I. There is a general consensus of opinion among scholars 
that 11. 904-912 certainly, and probably 904-920, were never 
written by Sophocles. 
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Conscience through suffering shall convict me of sin : 
But, if these err, may sufferings visit them 
As many as they unjustly deal to me ! 

Chorus. 
Still the same storm-winds of the soul 
Sweep through her, and her words control. 930 

Kreon. 
Words, words ! — these who delay to hale 
Her hence, their sluggishness shall wail ! 

Antigone. 
Ah me ! that utterance tells how near 
Death draweth — lo, his feet are here ! 

Kreon. 
No word of cheer nor hope have I. 
Thy fate is sealed : the end is nigh. 

Antigone. 
O towers of Thebe, ancestral city ! 
Gods, far-off Fathers of Oedipus' line ! 

I am haled to my death — I delay not nor falter. 
See, princes, the victim dragged to the altar ! 940 
Last child of your Kings, with the Right should 
I palter ? 
See the doom of a tyrant, a doom without pity 
On me, who have honoured the Laws Divine ! 

Guards lead away Antigone. 

Chorus. (Str. i) 

Not thou art the first — thus Danae suffered, the 
beautiful maiden 
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Who changed for the brass-knit walls of a tower 
the light of the sky : 
In a sepulchre-cell was she buried : her neck was 
with doom's yoke laden : 
Yet she came, O my daughter, my daughter, of 
lineage proud and high ; 

And she warded the seed that was sent of Zeus in 
gold down-raining ; — 950 

Ah, what availed it ? Awful is Fate's mysterious 
might ! 
Not in wealth, not in girdling towers, not in courage 
battleward-straining 
Is a refuge therefrom, nor in dark ships' billow- 
buffeted flight. 

(Ant. ij 
And the King of Edonians, scion of Dryas, when 
fierce rage rent him, 
Railing in passion of wrath, withstood Dionysus' 
sway; 
But the God brought him under the yoke : in a 
cavern-dungeon he pent him ; 
So the flower of his frenzy withered ; he foamed 
his fury away. 960 

So learned he to know how mighty a God his mad 
provocation 
Had wakened to vengeance, stirred by the taunts 
of his gibing tongue. 
Who was fain to have quenched the fire of the 
Bacchanals' inspiration. 
And angered the Muses, and hushed the flutes in 
their ears that had rung. 
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(Str. 2) 
And hard by the Dark Rocks' gorge, where the surge 
of the Twin Seas swelleth, 
Are the Bosporus-shores, and Salmydessus the burg 
of Thrace : 
There, gloating o'er horrors, the War-god, beside that 
city who dwelleth, 970 

Beheld the accurs&d outrage, the rents in the eye- 
less face, 

Looked on the sons of a king, to the heaven they 
could see not appealing 
For vengeance upon that she-wolf stepdame, whose 
blood-stained hand 
Smote darkness into their eyeballs, in malice of 
jealousy dealing 
The stroke with the shuttle's point, the woman- 
warrior's brand ! 

' (Ant. 2) 

Pining in misery there through the long days night- 
enfolden. 
Wailed o'er their pitiful doom those utter-wretched 
ones 
Whose mother was bride unto grief, yet drew her 
descent from the olden 980 

House of the princes of Athens, even Erechtheus' 
Sons. 

Child of the Gods, she was nursed in the far-off 
caverns sounding 
With the rush of the blasts of her father the North- 
wind evermore. 
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And swift as a steed unstumbling over the hills went 
bounding : — 
Yet, O my daughter, on her the grey Fates heavily 
bore. 

Enter Teiresias. 

Teiresias. 
Princes o£ Thebes, we have come by ways where 

twain 
Saw through the eyes of one, since by the blind 
With a guide's help this path must needs be trod, 990 

Kreon. 
What are thy tidings, old Teiresias ? 

Teiresias. 
That will I tell : thou to the seer give heed. 

Kreon. 
Never I wont to spurn thy counsels yet. 

Teiresias. 
Therefore hast thou this city helmed aright. 

Kreon. 
I, who have proved their blessings, bear them witness. 

Teiresias. 
Take heed : again thou treadest fate's sharp edge. 

Kreon. 
What now ? I shudder at thine utterance ! 

Teiresias. 
Hear thou the tokens of mine art, and learn : — 
Upon mine ancient seat of augury 
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Sitting — whereto all manner of fowl resort — looo 

An unfamiliar cry of birds I heard 

Clanging with evil frenzy, unmeaning shrieks, 

And knew they tare each other in deadly strife 

Of talons, as the wing-whir plainly told. 

Straightway in dread did I essay to test 

Burnt-offerings on the altars ; but no flame 

Shone from the sacrifice, but o'er the embers 

The clammy moisture from the thighs oozed out, 

And smoked, and sputtered : the gall-bladder burst 

Spraying through air : melted the thighs away, loio 

Till bare the bones lay of the enfolding fat. 

Such things at yonder lad's mouth did I learn — 

Marred auguries of rites that darkly boded — 

For this lad guideth me, and others I. 

'Tis through thy purpose Thebes is stricken thus. 

Our altars and our hearths are tainted all 

By birds and hounds with flesh of ravin torn 

From Oedipus' ill-starred son who lieth dead. 

Wherefore the Gods no more accept from us 

The sacrificial prayer, nor flame of thighs ; 1020 

Nor any bird outshrieketh bodeful cries : 

They are gorged with fat of blood of a slain man. 

Hereby, my son, be warned. To err is still 

The common frailty of all human-kind : 

But, when we err, not senseless that man is. 

Nor all unblest, who in his fall doth heal 

The wrong, and is not fixed in stubbornness. 

Lo, wilfulness is but stark witlessness. 

Nay, yield the dead his right ; stab not the slain. 

What prowess lies in slaying twice the dead ? 1030 

I give good counsel for thy good. To hear 

Good counsel for one's profit given, is joy. 
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Kreon. 

Ancient, all ye, as archers at a mark. 

Aim shafts at me. Yea, I am practised on 

By your seer-trickery ! Traitors of your craft 

Long since have sold me, as one shipped o'ersea ! 

Ay, get you gain ! — all Sardis' silver-gold 

Buy, if ye will, and all fine gold of Ind : — 

Yet never shall ye hide him in the tomb. 

Not though Zeus' eagles choose, still as they rend, 

To bear his flesh unto the throne of Zeus ! [1040 

Not even so, for dread of such pollution. 

Will I let bury him : for well I know 

There is no man that can defile the Gods. 

But, old Teiresias, men exceeding shrewd 

Fall shamefully when, for the sake of gain. 

They utter shameful but fair-seeming words. 

Teiresias. 
Out on it ! 
Knows any man, considers any man — 

Kreon. 

What thing ? What hackneyed saw art uttering 
now ? 

Teiresias. 
How far of all possessions best is prudence ? 1050 

Kreon. 
As far, I trow, as folly is man's worse bane. 

Teiresias. 
Yet thou of this soul-malady art full. 
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Kreon. 
I scorn to bandy railing with a seer ! 

Teiresias. 
Yet sayest thou I falsely prophesy. 

Kreon. 
Ay ! — covetous is all the tribe of seers. 

Teiresias. 
The tribe of despots loveth shameful gain. 

Kreon. 
Dost know thou speakest evil of dignities ? 

Teiresias. 

I know : through me thou hast saved and rulest 
Thebes. 

Kreon. 

Wise seer art thou ; but lov'st unrighteousness. 

Teiresias. 

Thou'lt force things from mine heart best left un- 
voiced. 1060 

Kreon. 
Unpack thine heart — but not for gain's sake speak ! 

Teiresias. 
I am little like to speak for gain — thy gain. 

Kreon. 
Know, thou shalt not make traffic of my mind. 
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Teiresias. 

Nay then, know well thou shalt not see fulfilled 
Yet many courses of the on-racing sun, 
Ere thou, even thou, shalt give a corpse, the fruit 
Of thine own loins, in recompense for corpses,. 
Because thou hast hurled down one from life to death, 
And given her soul a home of shame, the grave ; 
And here withholdest one from Gods of Death 1070 
Tombless, unhonoured, an unhallowed corpse. 
In such nor thou, nor Gods of upper air 
Have part : they are outraged in this thing by thee. 
For this the Avengers, whose destroying feet 
Track guilt, the Erinyes of the Gods and Hades, 
Lurk to entrap thee in the selfsame curse. 
Look, ay, look keenly if for bribes of gold 
I say this ! Yet a little while, and wail 
Of man and maid shall prove it in thine halls. 
More — stirred to hate are all the states which hear 
Of torn flesh of their sons by dogs entombed, [1080 
Or savage beasts, or swooping birds, which bear 
The unhallowed savour to their city-hearths. 
Such shafts — for thou dost gall me — archer-like 
In wrath I have shot at thee, fixed in thine heart 
To stand, whose smart thou never shalt escape. 
Child, lead me back unto mine home, that he 
May vent his petulance on younger men, 
And learn to keep a quieter tongue, a purpose 
Of heart more wise than that he harboureth now. logo 

\Exit. 

Chorus. 

King, he is gone, with bodings terrible. 
And this I know— since I for raven locks 
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First girt my temples with this wreath of snow, 
Ne'er hath he prophesied a lie to Thebes. 

Kreon. 
This know I too : sore troubled is mine heart. 
Hard, hard it is to yield : yet to defy 
And dash one's soul on ruin is terrible. 

Chorus. 
Thou needest prudence here, Menoikeus' son. 

Kreon. 
What, O what must I do ? Tell : I obey. 

Chorus. 
Go, from her rock-hewn dungeon set thou free iioo 
The maid, and o'er the dead man raise a tomb. 

Kreon. 
Dost thou commend this ? Wouldst thou have me 
yield? 

Chorus. 
Yea, King, with all speed. Swift-foot from the Gods 
The curse comes to cut short the infatuate-souled. 

Kreon. 
Woe's me ! I bow mine heart, sore loth, to do it ! 
No man may wage unequal war with Fate. 

Chorus. 
Go then, do this : to others leave it not. 

Kreon. 
Thus, as I am, I go. Hence, servants, hence — 
Ye present bid the absent — take in hand 

Q 
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Axes, and haste ye to that far-seen spot. mo 

And I, since thus my purpose hath been changed, 

Who bound, myself will go and set her free. 

I fear me, best it is that one observe 

The laws estabhshed, yea, to his life's end. 

\_Exit. 

Chorus. (Str. i) 

O thou of many names, the Bride Kadmeian 

By thee was glorified. 
Scion of Him who o'er the empyrean 

Dashes his thunder-tide ; 
Thou o'er Italia keepest watch and ward ; 
Thou reignest where, 'twixt sea and mountain-wall 
Bosomed, Eleusis lies, the world's guest-hall 1120 
Hallowed of Deo : thou art Thebe's Lord — 
This mother-city of the Bacchanal 
Reared where Ismenus' streams soft slide and fall — 
Lord of the sacred soil where long of yore 
Sown were the Dragon's teeth that warrior-harvest 
bore. 

(Ant. 1) 
On yon twin-crested ridge the torch-flame, glancing 

Through tossing smoke- veil, sees 
Thy glory, where Korykian Nymphs are dancing, 

Thy Bacchant votaries : 
Thou art beholden of Castalia's spring : 
From Nysa's slopes that ivy-tendrils screen, 1130 
From shores with vines of myriad cluster green 
Thou comest in thy triumph-wandering : 
Around thee sweeps from hill and wild ravine 
The unearthly Maenad-chant upsoaring keen. 
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As floats the glory of thy presence down 
The splendour-gleaming ways of Thebes, thy cradle- 
town. 

(Str. 2) 
Thou giv'st her place of pride 
Above all burgs, beside 

Thy mother levin-stricken. 
Come now ! — upon us thicken 1140 

Fierce plagues from heaven that smite — 
In tempest-footed flight 
Come o'er Parnassus' height 

To cleanse us and requicken ! — 
Come o'er the moaning tide ! 

(Ant. 2) 
Come, Leader of the choir 
Of stars whose breath is fire, 

Lord of songs nightlong-pealing, 
Zeus' Son ! For Thebe's healing 
Appear to us, O King, 

Girt with thy Thyiad-ring 11 50 

Whose dances round thee swing. 

Mad dances nightlong-reeling, 
Fulfiller of desire ! 

Enter Messenger. 

Messenger. 
Dwellers by Kadmus' and Amphion's halls, 
I dare not speak of any mortal's life 
As blest or unblest, how it stand soe'er.i 

I. Or, according to Jebb's interpretation : — 
■ Never will I call life of mortal blest 
Or unblest, as continuing at one stay.' 
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Fortune exalteth, fortune casteth down 

The fortunate and unfortunate evermore : 

No seer can say things stablished shall abide. 1160 

Kreon, meseemed, was enviable once : 

From foes did he deliver Kadmus' soil : 

He grasped unchallenged lordship of the land ; 

He helmed her : he had seed of princely sons. 

Now lost is all ! Ah, when life's pleasures fleet 

From man's grasp, I account not that he lives — 

Nay, 'tis a man's corpse ppisoning a soul ! 

Wealth in a palace have thou, an thou wilt, 

IAnd live in royal state : but if to these 
Happiness lack, the rest I count not worth 11 70 

The shadow of smoke to a man, compared with 
heartsease. 

Chorus. 
What tale of woes of princes bringest thou ? 

Messenger. 
Dead are they, by the living done to death. 

Chorus. 
Who is the slayer ? Who lies slain ? Say on ! 

Messenger. 
Haimon is dead ! Self-slain in blood he lies. 

Chorus. 
Slain by his father's hand, or by his own ? 

Messenger. 
His own — wroth with his sire for that death-sentence. 
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Chorus. 

prophet, how thy word is brought to pass ! 

Messenger. 
So stands it. Now give counsel for the rest. 

Chorus. 
Lo, I behold forlorn Eurydike 1180 

Nigh, Kreon's wife. She cometh forth the halls 
At tidings of her son, or by mere chance. 

Enter Eurydike. 

Eurydike. 
Citizens all, I heard but now your speech, 
As nigh the doors I drew, to go forth thence 
To supplicate in prayer our Goddess Pallas. 
Yea, even as I shot back the bolts that bar 
The door, a cry that wailed our house's woe 
Thrilled through mine ears. Backward I reeled 

adread 
Into mine handmaids' arms, and swooned away. 
Whatso the tale was, tell it yet again. / 1190 

1 am well schooled to sorrow : I will hear. 

Messenger. 
I, dear my Queen, for I was there, will tell. 
And of the truth will leave no word unsaid. 
Why salve thy pain with words which shall be proved 
But lies ere long ? Ever is truth the best. 
I went with thy lord forth to guide his steps 
Up to the plain's verge, where unpitied still 
Lay Polyneikes' body torn of dogs. 
Unto the Highway-queen and Pluto then [1200 

We prayed to turn from wrath to gracious mood, 
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Then bathed him with pure washing, and consumed 

With fresh-plucked boughs all that was left of him. 

A lofty grave-mound of his country's soil 

We heaped. Then to the maiden's rock-paved cell, 

The bridal-bower of Hades, passed we on. 

But from afar one heard a voice that raised 

A wild high shriek round that unhallowed bower, 

And came and told his master Kreon this. 

Then, as he drew more near, a wordless wail 1210 

Rang all around. He shrieked, he hurled on the air 

A lamentable cry — ' Ah, woe is me ! 

Oh my prophetic soul ! — and have I fared 

On the most ill-starred path that e'er I trod ? 

My son's voice greets me ! Haste ye, serving-men, 

Draw nigh : go even to the tomb, and look — 

Pass through the grave-mound's rift, whence stones 

are wrenched, 
To the cell's mouth, to wot if Haimon's voice 
Be that I hear, or I be god-beguiled.' 
So, at the bidding of our desperate lord, 
We looked, and in the tomb's most deep recess 1220 
Her we beheld where by the neck she hung. 
Throat-tangled in her girdle's fine-spun noose. 
And Haimon clasped with clinging arms her waist, 
Wailed for his bridal's ruin, lost in Hades, 
Wailed for his sire's deeds, wailed his hapless love. 
When Kreon saw, with great and bitter cry 
He passed in to him, shrieked, and called on him — 
• O woe is thee ! What deed hast done ? What 

purpose 
Hadst thou ? In what affliction art distraught ? 
Come forth, my son, in suppliance I implore ! ' 1230 
Glaring at him with wild-beast eyes, the son 
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Spat in his face, and answered nought, but clutched 
His sword's cross-hilt, rushed on him, and had slain, 
But that the sire fled. Then that ill-starred one, 
Wroth with himself, plunged then and there the blade 
Deep in his own side ; and ere sense had swooned, 
Embraced the maiden with his failing arm : 
And, gasping out the last sharp gust of breath, 
Dashed with the bloody spray her pallid face. 
Clasping a corpse, a corpse he lies : in halls 1240 
Of Hades is his bridal consummated. 

\Bxit Etirydike hastily. 
Ay, he hath shown men how far rashness is 
The greatest curse that unto man can cleave. 

Chorus. 

What wouldst divine herefrom ? — the queen hath 

passed 
From sight again, nought saying bad or good. 

Messenger. 

Yea, I too marvel : yet I feed on hope 

That, hearing her son's death, she will not deign 

To wail in Thebes' ears, but beneath her roof 

Appoints her maids to raise the home's lament. 

She is not void of wit, that she should err. 1250 

Chorus. 

I know not. Ominous in mine eyes no less 
Is utter hush than vainly-loud outcry. 

Messenger. 

Nay, I shall see, if haply she conceal 

Some purpose locked within her frenzied heart ; 
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Far I will enter. Yea, thou sayest w6ll — 
Such utter hush is strangely ominous. 

\Exit Messenger, 

Chorus. 
Lo, yonder the King himself draweth near : 
The burden he beareth makes all too clear. 
No stranger's folly hath wrought herein — 
If I dare thus speak — but his own mad sin. laSo 

Enter Kreon with attendants bearing the body of 
Haimon. 

Kreon. (Str. i) 

Woe for the sins of a spirit with folly distraught, sins 
done 

Wholly by stubbornness, death-laden sins ! — O look 
ye hereon ! 

See us, the slayer, the murdered — of one blood, father 
and son ! 

Woe for me ! woe for my headstrong counsels misery- 
fraught ! 

Woe for thee, child, who untimely hast perished, alas 
for thy lot ! 

Snapped is the thread of thy life — by my folly, not 
thine, was it wrought ! 

Chorus. 
Woe's me ! Meseems thou seest the right too late. 

[1270 

Kreon. (Str. 2) 

Alas, to my grief have I learnt it ! Down on mine 
head 
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Then, then from the hand of a God a blow was sped 
Into cruelty's paths which thrust me — a soul-crushing 

blow 
Trampling my joy underfoot in mine overthrow. 
Alas for the travail of mortals that earns them nought 

but woe ! 

Enter Servant from within. 

Servant. 
My lord, like some possessor who hath gained 
Yet more, meseems thou com'st. Thou bringest woes 
In hand, and more shalt see thine halls within. 1280 

Kreon. 
What is there yet worse ? What woes yet remain ? 

Servant. 
Thy wife hath died — this dead man's very mother — 
Woefully, by a death-stroke dealt but now. 

Kreon. (Ant. i) 

Haven of Hades, by deaths unappeasable, why dost 
thou still 

Deal to me death-blows ? O thou who to me art a 
herald of ill. 

What are these tidings of doom through my shudder- 
ing soul that thrill ? 

Woe and alas ! thou hast stabbed with a new stroke 
him that was dead ! 

Speak yet again — what is this, the incredible thing 
thou hast said. 

Speaking the blood of a wife on the corpse of a slain 
son shed ? 1290 
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'Palace doors open, disclosing the body of Eurydike. 

Chorus. 
'Tis full in view ; no more in inner chambers. 

Kreon. (Ant. 2) 

Ah me, yet another horror mine eyes hath met ! 
What destiny — ah, what destiny waiteth me yet ? 
But now have I raised in mine arms my son — woe's 

me! 
Yonder before me a second corpse do I see ! 
Alas for thee, hapless mother ! Alas, my child, for 

thee! 1300 

Servant. 
There by the altar, pierced by its keen knife, 
She closed her eyes in darkness, wailing loud 
Megareus' glorious fate, who died erewhile ; 
Thereafter Haimon's ; last, on thee she hurled 
Malisons, as the slayer of thy son. 

Kreon. (Str, 3J 

Woe's me and alas ! I am horror-thrilled ! 
Will no sword deal me a deep death-blow ? 
Woe unto me, the misery- filled, 13 10 

Wretched and whelmed in abysses of woe ! 

Servant. 
Ay, all the guilt of latter deaths and former 
Was by yon perished woman charged on thee. 

Kreon. 

Through what door murder-breached found she 
release ? 
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Servant. 

Her own hand thrust the knife into her heart 
Soon as she heard her son's death loud-bewailed. 

Kreon. (Str. \) 

Ah me ! to none other man's charge this deed 
Shall be laid, that I should be clear of the guilt ! 
By me, wretched me, was thy dear blood spilt, 
By me — yea, I own it ! Ye henchmen, lead 1320 
With such speed as ye may, far hence lead me 
Who am even as one that hath ceased to be ! 

Chorus. 

Well dost thou urge — if aught in ills be well. 
Of present ills the briefest are the best. 

Kreon. (Ant. 3J 

Let it come ! let that fairest of fates appear 
That shall bring my days to their uttermost bourne ; 
Last, best of fates, let it now draw near, [1330 

That I look not henceforth on another morn ! 

Chorus. 

All this is of the future. With the present 
Have we to deal : the Unseen control the rest. 

Kreon. 
All I would ask, in that prayer 1 include. 

Chorus. 

Nay, pray for nought, seeing escape is none 
For mortals from the doom predestinate. 
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Kreon. (Ant. 4J 

Hence lead me — a broken man am I. 

I have slain thee, my son, have unwittingly slain, 1340 

And thee, my wife ! Ah, whether of twain 

I shall look to, I know not. Gone all awry 

My purposes are. On mine head hath Fate "^ 

Crashed swiftly down with resistless weight. 

\Exit. 

Chorus. 

Wouldst thou be blest ? Be wisdom thy first aim, 
The wisdom that reveres high Heaven's claim. 
Great swelling words of men of lofty eyes 1350 

Bring on them heavy stripes for penalties. 
And lesson them in old age to be wise. 

\Exeunt Omnes. 
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"He has produced translations that are fine poems." — Daily 
Chronicle. 

' ' Turn where you will among the lyrics, there is equal and sus- 
tained mastery Theie the splendour of the lyrical effects, 

the ingenuity of the rhymes, the rare charm of the language, and the 
amazing fidelity to the Greek, combine to make an impression on 
the mind altogether beyond anything we have hitherto experienced 
in reading a translation." — Educational Times, 

" This excellent translation Every one whe cares for 

Greek literature or for Euripides, everyone who likes good trans- 
lations, should make the acquaintance of it." — Guardian. 

" Mr. Way is, perhaps, the most successful living translator of the 
Greek poets." — Daily News. 



THE EPODES OF HORACE TRANSLATED 
INTO ENGLISH VERSE. 

Extra foolscap 8vo., price i/- net. 

'• We have sometimes wondered whether the " Epodes " are worth 
reading ; but there can be no two opinions about this translation of 
them. Mr. Way has made Horace live for the modern reader, just 
as he had already made Euripides live. He is a master of metrical 
effect, and, what we did not know before, he possesses the requisite 
vein of humour." — Educational Times. 

" Mr. Way succeeds, as we should expect, in making his original 

human and interesting A scholarly and literary attempt 

to preserve in the language of the future something of the nameless 
charm of the masterpieces of the past."— Speaker. 

•• A book worth having, which the general reader will find interest- 
ing to read," — Literary World. 

" A clever and eminently readable little volume." — Guardian. 
" Eloquent and lacy."— Glasgow Herald. 



THE ODYSSEY IN ENGLISH VERSE. 

Third and cheaper edition, price 6/- net, 
"Truly inspired by the Odyssey." — Athenaum. 

"The work of a poet of no mean merit .... original and 
brilliant." — Saturday Revisw. 

" Mr. Way is a poet as well as a translator. This beautiful render- 
ing of the Odyssey enriches our literature, and will give permanent 
pleasure to thousands who are enabled to enjoy the poem at first 
hand." — Educational Times, 

" Admirable : very close, yet free and idiomatic in effect, it is to 
our thought the best metrical version of the Odyssey which has 
appeared. ' ' — A cademy. 

• ' As near an approach as the genius of our language is likely to 
make to the grand old rolling verse of TLorcim."— -Guardian. 



THE ILIAD IN ENGLISH VERSE. 

In 2 vols., price 10/6 net. 

*' He is a trustworthy scholar ; he has iire and speed enough and to 

spare. We read him for his own sake A work which we 

teartily adimite."—Athenauin. 

" Close, spirited, swift iu movement, and simple The 

merits are such as to place Mr. Way's performance in the front rank 
of Homeric translations." — Saturday Review. 

" A line-for-line translation . . rendered with absolute consoien.- 
tionsness, with scholarlike accuracy, and with unflagging vigour, is a 
SQCcess of which the author may well be proud."— O^i^/of"!} Magazine, 

" Keally a great success. . . . There is a sonorous roll in it, 
and a variety of pause, a flexibility, a richness, and a dignity about 
it, that make it approach nearer to the splendid music of the Greek 
than anything else that has been produced in the same line."— Pan 
MaM Gazette. 

" Accurate and forcible . , . this brilliant version. " — Morning 
Post. 

" This spirited and powerful translation . . , , turn whorev^I 
we may, we read Mr. Way's verses with a different kind of pSeasflfO 
from that which is derived from the ordinary run of translators," — 
Westminster Gazette. 
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